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THE DRUIDS. 
91 Evaqat* 



The fable of this Tragedy is altogether fictitious ; so perhaps 
is the assignment of the office of Druid sacrificer to a female, 
and one or two other features given to Druidism. But so little 
is positively known respecting the Druidical rites, that some 
scope, upon such matters, seems left to the imagination, pro- 
vided the spirit of Druidism be not violated ; and to that 
spirit such a view of human sacrifice, with the knowledge of 
the future thence to be derived, as should assign the per- 
formance of the rite, acknowledged dreadful and awfiil, to 
virgin purity, appears to be not uncongenial. It may be added, 
that the ruling idea in the conception of this play, has been 
the opposition of character betwixt the noble, barbarian 
Briton, and the over-polished, corrupt Roman, the pious 
bigotry of the former, and the epicurean indifference of the 
latter, as exemplified inPaulinus ; — the Roman infidel and bigot 
are but thrown in as a relief to him ; — in all which, though the 
fable be fictitious, it is hoped the piece may, in some sense 
be called true to history. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



OwEYNE, King oja British Tribe, 

Lewellin, his Son. 

Chief Druid. 

Paulinus, Son of Paulintis Suetonius^ the Roman 

General, 
Sempronius, 1 

Marcellus, y Bomansy his Friends. 
Decius, J 

MoiNA, Daughter of the Chief Druid, 



pruidsy Male and Female^ British Warriors, Roinan 

Warriors. 



Scene — A sacred Forest in Britain. 



THE DRUIDS. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. 

An open glade in the Forest — A large oak at the hack 
of the itagey under which Moina is kneeling. 

Chorus of Female Dtruids, 

Chorus, 

Hear us, G^ods of Britain, hear ! 

In the deepest holiest glade 

Of this sacred forest's shade ; 
By the riv'let brawling clear, 

Underneath your hallow'd oak, 

We your mighty aid invoke ; 
Hear us, Gods of Britain, hear ! 
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Single Voice, 
Warriors from a distant clime, 
Clad in steel, defying blows, 
Sons of violence and crime, 

Virtue's, earth's, and heaven's foes. 
With deceitful words betraying. 
With strange weapons distant slaying, 
Shall they dare, with step profane. 
Consecrated forests stain ? 

Nor avenging thunders fear ? 
Strike, oh strike, each glittering head ! 
Let their blood, in torrents shed, 
Fill the impious race with dread ! 
Hear us, Grods of Britain, hear ! 

Chorus. 
Hear us, Gods of Britain, hear ! 
In the deepest, holiest glade, &c. 
Enter King. 
King. Your prayers, ye holy women, must be 
granted ! 
Hymns, by pure voices chaunted, gratefully 
Rise on the wings of melody to Heaven. 
Their harvest shall the youthful warriors reap. 
Who, led by my Lewellin, marched last night 
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Tow'rds the invaders' camp. Have Moina's prayers 
Implored a blessing on LeweDin's arms ? 
MoiNA, rishtff and advcmcmg, 

Lewellin's valour needs not women's prayers 
To prosper his endeavoiars. 

King. And will Moina, 

The daughter of the Druid Chiei^ deny. 
On th' idle ground of a poor compliment, 
The influence of her prayers to those whose lives 
Are perilled to repel the conqu'ring foe, 
Now menacing with sacrilegious boldness, 
To violate our consecrated groves ? 

Moi^A. What, violate the holy precincts ?— No ! 
Not e'en the impious Romans dare attempt it ! 
Or should they-^Let not human arms oppose ! 
Let them approach l—In torrents on their spirits 
Conviction shall be poured — ^What heart so cold. 
But, shuddering, owns the dread mysterious thrill. 
The deep religion^ veneration, breathing 
ETen in the silence of our holy forests ? 

KiNQ. Thou speak'st the feelings of a Druid maid ; 
None such by Roman bosoms are acknowledged. 
The very Gods whom they profess to worship 
These Romans mock; ours, as unknown, contemn. 



THE DRUIDS. 

MoiNA. If thu8 terrific their impiety, 
The Gods themselves shall, with their thmiderbolts, 
Chastise th' offenders — ^hmnan arms are needless. 

Enter Chief Druid. 

Ch. Dr. Rather, the Gods, with their own thun- 
derbolts. 
Have armed their human champions. King, rejoice ! 
Thy generous Lewellin and his troop 
Return not empty handed. They surprised 
A Roman squadron, from the camp detached 
Our strong-holds to explore, and, unawares, 
O'ermastered them. 

King. Mine own victorious boy ! 

Where is he ? 

Ch. Dr. Hither ho conducts his prisoners ; 
Victims, that by the G^ods for sacrifice 
Are marked. 

MoiNA. Alas ! Must human victims bleed? 

Ch. Dr. So question'st thou, who art not ignorant 
That when impending ill, slaughter or conquest, 
Or worse — could worse than foreign conquest be — 
Fearfully menaces, only man s blood. 
In sacrifice upon the twisted roots 
Of yonder hallow'd oak poured freely, boasts 
Power to appease the anger of the Gods ? 
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MoiNA. When ill, not else to be averted, threatens, 
Snch sacrifice I know their due — ^but now — 
Suffice not British arms and British valour, 
To stem whatever danger menaces ? 
What are these Roman warriors more than ours, 
That Britons should not chase them from our isle ? 
Should need with horrid rites invoke the GU>ds 
To guard their sanctuary ? 

Ch. Dr. Alas ! my child. 

These Romans, iron-clad, prove to our blows 
Invulnerable. Whilst our countrymen. 
Defended only by their native courage. 
Receive upon their unprotected flesh 
Sharp edge, or point of weapon hurled from far. 
Art conquers virtue — ^In the Gods alone 
Our hopes must rest. — And those tremendous Gods,' 
Only by awful sacrifice of life— 
The life of him, whom they, as we, most prize, 
Of haughty man— can be propitiated. 
Moina, direct the holy sisterhood 
By every ceremonious preparation 
To heighten those dread rites' solemnity. 

QMomA joins the female Druids^ and^ 
when they retire, remains in medi- 
tation under the oak. 
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King. My son, my conquering Lewellin, comes ! 
Oh welcome, welcome ! 

Enter luEwmjhiN. . 

Ch. Dr. Welcome, valiant Prince ! 
Wliere are thy priisoners? 

Lew. They foUow me. 

By my brave comrades guarded. I outstripped 
Their lagging steps, to bring intelligence 
That should rejoice thee, venerable Druid. 
A noble prize ! The Roman General's son 
Is leader of the captive band. 

King. And taken? 

Lew. He is my prisoner. Were he not a Roman, 
I'd say a gallant youth. 

Ch. Dr. A prisoner he 

Of high importance. 

King. True— the Roman General 

Will gladly, to redeem his captive son. 
Restore thine infant daughter, Guenever. 

Oh. Dr. The fate of Guenever, mine own, and 
Are at the Gods' disposal — Whatsoever [[Moina's, 
Their will appoints me, be it life or death. 
With mind by grief or joy alike unmoved. 
Do I accept. To public interests 
My words bore reference. 
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King. Is it in nature, 

A daughter's peril or deliverance, 
To view indifferently, with equal eye? 

\they retire in conversation to one side. 

Lew. Fair Moina, from thy commerce with the Gods 
Wilt thou recall nor look nor thought for him 
Whose dearest hope thou art ? Exultingly 
Who would in thy defence lay down his life ; 
In thy defence who now returns triumphant. 

MomA. Thou art a servant of the Gods I worship ; 
As such hast triumphed, and as such I hail, 
Joj^fully, thy success. But never dream, 
Lewellin, that thy blandishments may touch. 
With softer thoughts, a heart from infancy 
Devoted to the Gods. Though nor my years, 
Nor services, as yet, such holy commerce 
Have earned, to merit it is mine ambition. 
And therefore may no lures divert my spirit 
From meditation on their excellence. 
On th' insults offered them, on their revenge ; — 
Briefly, from their exclusive worship. I 
All human ties renounce. 

Lew. To hopeless grief 
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Dooming Lewellin, whose most strenuous efforts 
Deserve not e'en a passing kindly thought. 

MoiNA. Son of the monarch, as a parent loved, 
Lewellin claims a kitidred reverence ; 
As the brave warrior who against invaders 
Defends the land, defends the sanctuary 
Of those insulted Gods, Lewellin claims 
My gratitude — ^no other sentiment 
Can Moina, to high Druid mysteries 
A consecrated maid, offer to man. 

Lew. No, Moina, thou wast formed for other duties ! 
Wast formed t' intoxicate a husband's heart 
With rapture, to adorn a throne, and thence 
Triumph, peace, happiness, diffuse around. 
Let maidens less endowed devote their lives 
To those tremendous Deities, whom we. 
Shrinking and shuddering, worship; whose stem rites 
Whiten the Druid's cheek and chill his heart. 
What would such fearful Gods with charms Kke thine? 

Moina. Peace, peace, Lewellin, thy blaspheming 
words 
Whiten my cheek, and chill my soul with terror ! 
Tremendous are our Grods, and with obedience. 
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Trembling, unlimited^ must they be worshipped. 
Quick is their anger, dreadiful their revenge ! 

Lew. True, but that anger I have not incurred ; 
The Gods themselves pronounce Iny passion guiltless, 
By crowning with success mine arms. Last night 
They gave me to surprise and overpower 
A squadron of the stoutest Roman warriors. 
Who, guarded by my followers, approach — 
The proof that Britain's Gods favor Lewellin. 
Behold them ! 

^JSnter British warriors^ with Paulinus, 

Mabcellus, Decius, and other Eoi 

mansy prisoners. 
MoiNA. Tis indeed a noble band. 

How gallantly their leader bears himself! 
With what a lofty superiority 
He on his captors looks ! Methinks that brow. 
That eye, should rule the destinies of worlds. 

Ch. Dr. a goodly leader of a goodly band, 
But strangers and invaders — Not on such. 
Befits it, consecrated Druid maid. 
To lavish boundless praise. Enough to say 
They're worthy to afford the chosen victim 
For that most solemn sacrifice, by which 
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At once we expiate the nation s sins. 

Propitiate the favour of the Gods, 

And learn, from signs well known, their future wilL 

MoiNA. Alas ! From these wilt thou select the 
victim ? 

Ch. Dr. Moina, what spell, by powers malign 
cast o'er thee. 
With idle fantasies disturbs thy mind ? 
Thou know'st the sacrifice appointed, know'st 
'Tis Roman blood must flow, and questionest 
From prisoners thus seasonably taken 
If we select the victim ? 

MoiXA. Father mine, 

I rather mourn than question thine intent. 

Ch. Dr. Let solitary, penitential prayers. 
And vows of unrepining, prompt submission 
To whatsoe'er the Gods command, atone 
Begret so criminal. 

[]MoiNA retires to the oak at the hack of the stage. 
My brother Druids 
I seek, that, with prescribed solemnities. 
And customary rites, we may implore 
The Gods to mark the victim they prefer. 
Meanwhile to thee and to thy son, oh king, 
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The prisoners are committed, you in trust 
For us will hold them. When the Grods have spoken. 
When chosen is the victim, your's the rest. 
To slay, enslaye, &ee, or exchange, at pleasure, [jait. 
King. Mine own heroic son, thy country's cham- 
My feehle age to vigorous youth again Epion, 

Seems hy thy triumphs turned. Of thine emprize, 
Come, circumstantially, relate the story. 

[they retire to one tide, 
Decius. Now curses light on all our Roman Gods! 
Are they grown old and impotent, that thus, 
As mastered by barbarian sorcery. 
They let their votaries become the prey 
Of Ignorant savages ? 

Mas. Silence, blasphemer ! 

Xor by thine impious language on our heads 
Draw down HeavVs vengeance, in calamities 
Yet heavier — I do steadfastly believe 
That, to chastise the heartless toleration 
Granted to each new sect of Atheists, 
We are delivered by the angry Gods 
Into the bonds of miserable barbarians. 

Paul. Peace both of you, nor thus offend the God 
With bigot calumnies or impious scoffs ! 
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The Gods are mighty, but they suffer not 
Their happiness to be by human passions 
Disturbed. To us, earth's children, they gave sense, 
For our own guidance, and to that they leave us. 

Mar. Then how should troops, the conquerors of 
the world. 
By ignorant barbarians be subdued ? 

Paul. By Mars's sword, barbarian though he be. 
Our youthful conqueror is a gallant warrior ! 
Of puissant arm, of valour, though audacious. 
By prudence tempered, and of courteous bearing. 
And yon grey-beard, to whom so reverently 
He bows, might as a model serve the sculptor 
For Nestor or Anchises. Marvel ye. 
That by such leaders, our presumptuous rashness 
Should be surprised, o'erpowered? — Til speak to them. 
Brave youth, whose prisoner I confess myself^ . 
To thee, or to this silver-headed chief. 
Must I address me touching my release ? 

Lew. This, Roman, is my father and the nation s ; 
Our king, Owejrne — ^to him address thyself. 

Paul. The kingly title well befits his mien. 
Hear me, thou venerable man ! — In me. 
Thou see'st Paulinus Suetonius' son ; 
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In these, my friends and comrades : for our freedom, 
What would'st thou? Of our British captives name 
Whom thou prefer'st, and gladly will my &ther 
For us exchange them. 

Kmo. Roman, many a one 

Of mine, warrior or maiden, does thy &ther 
In durance hold, whose freedom jo3rfully 
With thine Td purchase. But for such discourse 
No season this — ^not yet at my disposal 
Art thou or thy companions; for the Gods 
I hold you now in trust, nor am your master 
mi, by the Druids' voice, the Gods to me 
Resign you — ^Then well treat— -till then, be patient. 

Paul. Are British Kings thus by their priests in- 
thralled? 

Kmo. I pray thee, youth, speak not unreverently. 
The kings of Britain, like the British people, 
Are subject to the Gods, whose purposes 
Are by their Druid ministers declared ; 
We, in their servants, reverence the Gods. 

Paul. Nay, honoured father, no intent had I 
To taunt thee with a superstitious weakness 
Too oft amidst Rome's boasted sages found, 
However schooled in philosophic lore ; 

VOL. I. B 
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Foim4 midst her bravest warriors, earth's p 

conqn'rors. 
'Tweie unbeseeming one who, vainly angered. 
Has seen a priest, with menacing prognostics, 
Becanse a sated chicken loathed its food, 
Control the Emperor of the Universe ; 
Bat midst barbarian simplicity 
I looked not for such arts. 

King. No need of art 

To teach the pious Briton to obey 
HeaVn s oracles, by holy lips pronoimced. 
But now no more of controversy. Follow 
To your allotted residence, and there 
Await the Druids' final resolution. 

[exeunt all btU M< 

MoiNA. Surely my father causelessly mistn: 
The simple purity of my devotion. 
Deep in mine inmost heart resounds a voice 
Which says, the Gods, who read that heart, who ' 
It harbours not a wish, a passing thought 
But what is to their service dedicate, 
Are with their humble votary content. 
How can my father doubt me, when he sees 
My heart unmoved by love, fervent and pure 
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^ is Lewellin's, by his martial prowess, 
His spotless character, and proffered throne ? 
Were I susceptible of earthly love, 
Lewellin had awakened it — although 
fle may not boast the Roman's lofty port, 
His dark eye's flashing radiancy, his grace, 
His symmetry of beauty, or his glance 
Bespeaking intellect potent, yet polishe d 
Oh, that young Roman is a matchless creature ! 
And doubtless many a &ir Italian maid 
Has hung enamoured on his perfect form, 
Upon his TOWS of love*— Unlike to him 
Are British youths— and Moina's heart is cold. 

Re-enter Chief Druid. 
Ch. Dr. Joy ! joy, my child ! I bring thee glo- 
rious tidings. 
MoiNA. My father ! Is the dreadful sacrifice 
So soon consummated ? 

Ch. Dr. Consummated ! 

Rites of such high solemnity demand 
More awfiil preparation, ceremonies 
More long and spirit-humbling, to invoke, 
In absolute prostration of the soul, 
HeaT n's favour and assistance^^Moina, no ! 
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The £Eite of Britain yet remaiiis in doubt — 
If the Gods' justice may admit such doubt — 
My tidings are of private happiness. 
My brother Druids, grieved that to my prayers 
No son, successor to my lofty office, 
The Gods conceded, have in compensation 
To thee assigned the highest dignity 
Thy sex allows. In earnest of their ^ft. 
The consecrated knife of sacrifice 
Upon this awfcd, this portentous night. 
They to thy maiden hand conmut. To strike 
The chosen victim, from his gushing blood 
To learn HeaVn s will, is thine ! 

MoiNA. Mine, father ! Mine ! 

Ch. Dr.^ How ! From the duties of the prophetess 
Shrink'st thou ? Must female imbecility 
Degrade my race ? 

MoiNA. I shrink ! I, in whose veins, 

Instinct with mingled piety and pride. 
Thy blood throbs high ! Thinkest thou I can shrink 
When that sublime prophetic dignity, 
— Gbzed on in infancy with admiration. 
In childhood with such awe-struck reverence 
As stifled in the germ ambitious wishes. 
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But deemed in riper years, with riper sense, 
A dignity that, though with starry light 
Resplendent, though upon the stars enthroned, 
Might still by human pow'rs, perchance by mine. 
Be merited, through years, through half a life 

Of unremitting effort and now shrink. 

When on my youthful brow unhoped it lights ? 
No, never ! — Yet — So suddenly must I 
Discharge the prophetess' most dreadful duty ? 
One too, so rarely claimed, that its remembrance 
Scarce woke a terror — and dare I believe 
My lips of purity meet to impart 
To men, the very breathings of the Gods ? 
If not — how impious my presumption's sin ! 

Ch. Db. Doubt not thy purity, nor fear presump- 
The Gods inspired thy nomination ; — Fear [^tion, 
Tofiend them by mistrust ! Joyful and proud 
Obey their call. 

MoiNA. Their call awakens joy 
Trembling, though proud and deep; — that pales, 

not flushes, 
The healthful cheek, and dims youth's sparkling eye. 
Youth, womanhood, and life quail 'neath the sense 
Of the stem duties of this awfiil post. 
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Ch. Dr. Trae, it is awful ; all of worth is awftd" 
But Moina, first of Britain's Druid maids, 
Nor less by her own virtues than by birth, 
Moina, whose excellence so joyed my soul. 
That gazing on her I ahnost forgot 
Mine age was by a son imhonoured, no. 
She will not poorly fiEdter in her course ! 
Exalted duties she will not abjure. 
For they are stem, severe, and haply claim. 
In their sublimity, some sacrifice 
Of woman's playful tenderness. 

Moina. My father, 

I falter not, although it shakes my frame 
To think my hand must take away man's life. 

Ch. Dr. Thou wilt but execute the GKkIs' com- 
An universal duty, made for thee [^mands ; — 

Elspecial. Human sympathies are guilt 
When suffered with such duties to contend. 
The value of the life, the action's pain, 
GKve merit to obedience. 

Moina. It requires not 

Such exhortations to confirm my purpose. 
I shall discharge my duty, whilst I feel, 
Shudderingly feel, the blood this night to stream, 
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Irrevocably seals my destiny ; 
Upon a solitary eminence 
Eacalting me, above companionship, 
Above our nature's weaknesses and joys. 

Ch. Dr. And have our nature's weaknesses or joys 
Been harboured hitherto in Moina's breast ? 
Such are the lowlier lot of GKienever. 

MomA. They have not. Even from mine earliest 
With the dark m3rsteries of our religion, [years, 
My mind, too strongly and too awfiiUy, 
Has been impressed, to leave for lighter thoughts 
Or space or leisure. Yet, when 'tis enjcnned me 
To stifle all the woman in my soul, 
And that for ever, I must feel me woman. 

Ch. Db. Begrets so vague can be but transitory ; 
And piety, and hallowed pride, against them 
ShaXL strengthen thee. 

MoiNA. Already they are past. 

Resolved and fearlessly do I embrace 
The lofty though most painful privilege. 

Ch. Db. My noble Moina ! Thus I knew 'twould 
E[new that thy nature could not hesitate [he ! 

Betwixt a vulgar life of earth-bom pleasures, 
And the prerogative, holy and proud. 
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To be the chosen vessel of the Gods, 
Speaking, with lips in maiden purity 
Unstained, their oracles to anxious nations. 
Come with me ; now to the assembled Druids 
Must I present their future prophetess ; 
When, as the firstling of thy solenm office, 
Thy hand will draw the fated lot, revealing 
Whom for their altars' due the Gods select. 
Those holy duties finished, human weakness 
May be allowed t' indulge the human hope, 
That, for the Roman general's son exchanged, 
We may regain our little Giienever, 
To cheer, yrith sportive smiles, a father's age. 
Honoured by Moina's guerdoned excellence. 

[exeunt. 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 



ACT 11. 

Scene I. 

"•UW^ part of the Forest, A Hut^ guarded by 

British Warriors, 

Enter 'MioiSA^ followed by Lewellin. 

MoiNA. Follow me not, Lewellin ; never more 
^0 me speak words of love ! No, never more 
Admit such thoughts into thy bosom-— never ! 
What I, condemned the sacrificial knife 
To plunge in the warm, throbbing, living heart 
Of man, my fellow creature — ^man, my brother, 
I listen to a love tale ! I awaken 
One thought of passion, tenderness! — Absurd ! 

Lew. Oh Moina, Moina, how it glads my soul 
Thai thou at length so justly canst appreciate 
The horrors of thy promised exaltation ! 
Leave thou its terrible prerogatives, 
ItB wretched dignity, to minds by nature 
Leas finely touched with human sympathies ; 
To forms less beautiful in youth, to women 
Oppressed ¥dth griefs, or weary of life's jo3r8. 
And be again what thou wast formed to be, 
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The blushing, melting vir^n, ripening fast 
To the fond faithful wife, the tender mother. 

MoiNA. Impossible ! 

Lew. Wherefore impossible ? 

Be but my wife ! The Druids then perforce, 
Perforce e'en thy stem father then, must seek 
Another prophetess. 

MomA. The blissful names 

Of mother, wife, wound painfully mine ear • 

I am, I can be, but the prophetess ! 
Already is my dreadful office stamped 
Upon my brow, its duties have already 
Withered my spirit. This devoted hand 
Drew forth the fatal lot, and to Paulinus 
My lips are destined to announce his doom ! 

Lew. How ? to Paulinus ! Is the general's son 
The victim ? 

MoiNA. He. 

Lew. ^i^y? Moina, downright madness 

It were, to sacrifice a prize of value 
Inestimable, like Paulinus — ^madness ! 
My father cannot suffer it — ^Thine own, 
When he reflects. — Oh, fear not, dearest Moina ! 
The lot thy hand has drawn shall be reversed. 
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All past undone — Again ahalb thon be free 

To choose thy path of life — fear not — I fly 

To seek my fothei — Moina, doet thon hear ? 

She marks me not — Moina ! — But what importe \t ? 

Oh rather let me haste to rescue her 

From the abhorrent deed must Beal her fate. 

Than linger here, in profitless discourse 

Wasting the few short momenta left for action. 

:«,■,. 

HoiNA ('yter apaiuej. 
And I must strike the blow ! Must take the Ufe 
Of this young, gallant, beautiful Faulinus ! 
Must see his flashing eye bedimmed in death — 
By me !— Must feel his warm blood ga^ng o'er me 
In torrents, dying of that crimson hue, 
Never to be e&ced, my band — my soul 1 
And I am pledged to this atrocious deed ! fa pnwe. 
Be still, my woman's heart ! Let not ti 
Disgrace the resolution I have vowed. 
Punfiil and difficult must be the efibrt ; — 
But who, on beds of roses slumbering, 
Cim earn th' especial favour of Hie Gods ? 
Whatever 's virtuous and honourable. 
Most Btill be painful, difficult— The merit 
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E'en in the struggle lies, (another patise,) Ye British 

warriors, 
Commissioned by the Gods I come, to speak 
Their dread decree to your chief prisoner, 
The Roman leader — Where is he confined ? 

{The Warriors^ bowing respeetfuUy^ 
throw open the door of the huty 

m 

' and discover Paulinus. 

Warrior. Behold him, Holy Virgin. 

MoiNA. Leave me with him. 

{the Warrion retire. 

Paul. How, now ? Who interrupts my solitude ? 

MoiNA C aside J, My voice denies its service, and 
Obey me not. — I stand as rooted here, |^my feet 
And can but gaze upon that glorious form. 

Paul. Beautiful vision, what art thou, that com'st 
To make captivity delicious ? Speak ! 
Are these dark rugged forests the abode 
Of Hamadryads, fairer far than Greece, 
Than Italy can boast ? Thou'rt silent, njrmph,— 
Wilt thou illumine only with thy radiance 
My dungeon, not with converse cheer my soul ? 

MoiNA (aside). How should I answer him ? Oh ! 
how announce 
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To helpless captive his impending &te ! 

Yet, captive and unarmed, he looks not helpless. 

Paul. Wert thou a Goddess, lovely apparition, 
My fervent adoration had obtained 
Some words of solace &om a deity 
Brought hither by divine benevolence. 
Thy shrinking coyness is of human nature ; 
The tempting attribute of vir^ charms. 
That chides or mocks my distant reverence, — 
Which 1 11 amend. 

MoiNA. Approach not ! Touch me not ! 

I to the Qoda am consecrated ; touch 
Of man were pro&nation. 

Paul. Vestal virgins 

Ate there amidst these woods ? Vesta alone 
Imposes on her priestess laws so harsh. 

MoiNA. Such names I know not; but condemned 
A fearful exaltation to endure. [^am I 

Permitted, haply, to announce to nations 
Tidings of safety, of deliverance- — 
From all the gentler offices of woman. 
Who in her dewy eye, her tones of music, 
Bears consolation to domestic grief, 
To individual calamity, 
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I am debarred-— A minister of &te 
Am I<— herald of misery — of — death. 

Paul. Of death ! How, maiden, do thy country- 
Murder defenceless prisoners ? [men 

MoiNA. Murder ? No ! 

But our tremendous Gods too oft require 
That human blood in sacrifice should stream. 
Paul. And those fierce Gods, and their yet 
fiercer priests, 
The crafty Druids, are athirst for mine ? 

[[MoiNA cannot afinwr. 
Is't not so ? Maiden, let me know my fate. 

I^MoiNA, after a violent struggle^ bursU 
into tears, and turns away. 

I read it in thy tears ^'Tis somewhat sudden ; 

Somewhat revolting to be immolated 
In horrid rites of barbarous sorcery — 
But every Roman lives prepared for death. 

MoiNA. It is too horrible ! Thou, noble stranger, 

[Jailing at his feet. 
Canst thou forgive ? 

Paul. What should I pardon thee ? 
Not by thy will, of that I am assured, 
I'm sentenced ; that thy voice of melody. 
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^ doom atrocious as iniquitous, 

Announces to mine ear, alleviates half 

Its bitterness — I pray thee, dry thy tears. 

And ris e "Thou wilt not ? And those streaming 

Gush more convulsively. Thou art too gentle, |^tears 

Sweet one, for thy sad ministry — Nay, rise ! 

MoiNA. Thou know'st not what thou pardonest, — 
know'st not half 
The horrors of my duty ! 

Paul. Is there more ? 

In tortures must I die ? 

MoiNA. Oh no ! Not tortured 

But I 

Paul. Thou, said'st thou ? Tis impossible 
Thou should'st be sentenced to partake my fate ! 
MoiNA. Oh, that were happiness ! 
Paul. Must thou look on ? 

Behold me die ? 

MoiNA. E'en that 1 mtffht endure. 

Paul. I am bewildered 

MoiNA. Hearts, in gentler climes 

Nurtured, cannot e'en guess our dreadful rites ! 

I 1 am doomed to wield the fatal knife 

Tostrik< 
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Paul. Oh, speak it not! Let not such horrors 

Pollute the day ! [a lan^jpaute, 

MoiNA. Now thou abhorr'st me ! 

Paul. No ! 

Thou for abhorrence art too beautiful, 
Even couldst thou deserve it. Prjrthee rise, 
I pardon thee! (raising her.) And has this downy 
Reeked with the blood of human victims? [luuid 

MoiNA.' Never ! 

Paul. Sweet lilies, never be ye thus defiled ! 

MoiNA. This night is destined in my horrid duties 
T initiate me. 

Paul. Unhappy girl, so blinded 

Art thou, by superstition or by Priestcraft, 
That murder as a duty thou esteem'st ? 

MoiNA. Obedience to the Gods is our first duty. 

Paul. It may be, when they speak intelligibly, 
And issue just commands. But Deities 
In murder who delighted, were there such, 
"Were meeter to be worshipped by the Furies, 
Than by a spirit, pious, pure, as thine. 

MoiNA. Speak not irreverently of the Gods ! 
Tempt not their wrath ; — it is implacable ! 

Paul. Thine, fair barbarian, the irreverence ; 
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For thou wouldst trouble the immortal Gods, 
Amidst their fukiess of luxuriant bliss, 
With follies, passions, turbidence, like ours, 
And with ours, in delirious conflict, dashing. 

MoiNA. Oh, say not So! Our passions they restrain, 
Our vices, follies, terribly chastise. 
And guard, as terribly, their worshippers. 
But claim, to make us worthy their protection, 
Worttiy to be partakers in their worship, 
The sacrifice of each rebellious thought, 
E^h passion, feeling, of the human heart. 

Paul. And thou in this ferocious creed befiev'st 
So firmly, that, without remorse, thou It plunge 
A dagger in this heart, which thou shouldst wound 
With thine eyes' liquid lightning only ? Canst thou ? 

MoiNA. Without remorse, but with such agony, 
That surely one inevitable blow 
Shall end our mingling lives. I dare not fear [|me. 
That those dread Gods, who tmU thy death through 
Should doom me, as thy murderer, to survive. 

Paul. As tender as thou 'rt nobly resolute ! 
Wherefore must savage bigotry debase 
Such wondrous charms? Glorious, mistaking Creature, 
Leave thy blood-thirsty, horrid Deities, 

VOL. I, c 
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With our more genial, more indulgent Grods, 
To battle for supremacy, and fly 
With me — ^thine office must aiSbrd thee means 
To free me. In my father s camp, protection— 



MoiNA. Roman, thou speak'st like one habituate 
To worship in a temple, that excludes 
The sight, the breath of Heaven, habituate 
T adore an image formed by mortal hands. 
Well may you scorn what you yourselves have made. 

Paul. And what are British Gods? 

MoiNA. By human eye 

Unseen, we know them only by their power. 

Paul. Tlien are ye godless, and your super- 
Are merely sorcery. I^stitions 

MoiNA. You may be godless — 

But in the deep impenetrable shade 
Of our primaBval forests, underneath 
The venerable oak, unchanging witness 
Of thousand generations' rise and fall. 
Whose very leaves, as with the evening's breath 
They whisper, mutter oracles mysterious, — 
Oh there, the soul resistlessly confesses 
The present Deity, and feels, o'erawed. 
Its nothingness ! 

Paul. And thou wilt murder me ? 
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By the erroneous wild enthusiasin 

Of thine exalted, but most ignorant spirit 

Impelled, wilt blast the promise of my youth ? 

MoiNA. I may not disobey — But I with thee 
Will perish — That the Gods will pardon. 

Enter a Druid. 

Druid. Moina, 

Most holy Prophetess, our Druid Chief 
Requires his daughter's presence — Messengers 
Are by the Roman General sent, to treat 
Of his son s ransom, and thy dignity 
Claims thine attendance at the conference. 

MoiNA. Brother, I follow thee. \jxit Druid. 

Paul. Art thou the daughter 

Of the redoubted Druid Chief? 

Moina. I am. 

Paul. And canst not rescue me! — ^Amidst our cap- 
There is a beauteous child, who caUs herself [^tives 
That Druid's 

Moina. My young sister Guenever, — 
Our father's darling. 

Paul. And believ'st thou not 

He, with my life, that darling will redeem 
From slavery, or worse ? — Roman revenge 
Would hold her answerable for my death. 
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MoiNA. Oh ! durst I hope that fatherly affection 
Might over Druid fortitude prevail ! 

Paul. Doubt it not, sweetest Moina ! Yet thou 
knoVst not 
How strong a parent's love — ^Thou wilt return 
Herald of life. 

MoiNA. Prove thy forebodings true ! 
Return I will— Herald of life — or death. [exit 

[the scene closes upon Paulinus, 

Scene II. 
Another part of the Forest, 

Enter King and Lewellin. 

Lew. My father, I implore thee once again. 
Exert thine all of kingly power, preserve 
From death Paulinus ; or at least defer 
The horrid sacrifice that must for ever 
Blast all my hopes of happiness. 

King. My son. 

Too well thou know'st that not on me depends 
The prisoner s destiny. The Druid's power 
Controls the monarch's. 

liEW. True I but influence 
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Is thine ; can thy paternal heart deny 
To use it, when thy son, driven to despair, 
Adjures thee to preserve the beauteous maid 
His soul adores, from that atrocious act. 
Which to her sullen, lonely dignity^ 
For ever pledges her, a Heav n-devoted, 
Bloodstained, revered, and wretched Prophetess. 

Kino. Thy passionate love for Moina well I know. 
And long have striven to crown— But vainly striven. 
To lone Druidical supremacy, 
To speak the oracles of Heaven, her father 
Has destined her, and the cold maid herself. 
Prefers to human ties such consecration. 

Lew. Too well I know her coldness, her devotion. 
But, whilst unpledged, Fve nourished still a hope ' 
That nature in her heart at length might whisper. 
And, since the fatal hour of initiation 
In rites of blood is named, Moina herself 
Shudders at the impending horrors ; haply 
Would shun them. But the sacrificial knife 
If once she wield, if once in human bkod 
1^6 stain her mowy hand — ^'tis past! — Then vainly 
Might she repent her hasty resolution. 

Kino. If power to move the Druid's fixed resolve 
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Be mine, doubt not my will to use it — Now 
Summon the Roman, for the Druid comes. 

{exit Lewellin, toho re-enters with Sempronius, 
while the Chief Druid and MomA enter from 
the other side. 

King. Roman, what seek'st thou in our British 
precincts ? 

Semp. I seek the British chief, Oweyne. 

King. In me 

Thou see'st Oweyne. Declare thine errand. 

Semp. King, 

Last night a British band surprised and seized 
Some straggling Romans; 'mongst th^m was Paulinus, 
Son of Paulinus Suetonius, 
Our general. My mission is t' inquire 
What for the ransom of your prisoner 
Ye ask? 

Kino. Roman, the power of British kings 
Is subject to the Gods' authority, 
Exercised by the Druids. I must learn, 
Ere I reply, the pleasure of the Gods. 

Ch. Dr. Inquiry most superfluous ! The Gods^ 
Inflexible as just, when they selected 
The Tictim for our midnight sacrifice. 
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Inevocably fixed the destiny 

Of this proud Roman general's son. The rest 

To thy disposal I surrender. 

Semp. How ! 

What should Paulinus with your sacrifice ? 
What speak'st thou of his destiny ? Ye dare not 
Attempt his murder ! 

Oh. Dr. Roman, Britain's Gods 

Demand a human sacrifice. Paulinus, 
T appease their wrath, is chosen by themselves.- 

Semp. Barbarian sorcerers ! Such murderous rites 
Are sacrilegious blasphemy! 

Oh. Dr. Proud Roman, 

'Tis thou blasphem'st ! 

Kmo. Roman, pray thee forbear ! 

Thine outrages can but confirm his purpose. 

Semp. Yet, if against your horrid superstitions 
Reasoning be vain, upon our general's son 
Dare not to lay a murderous hand — ^Bethink you . 
That British captives in our camp aboimd ; 
Your martial youth, your blooming wives and 

daughters. 
Your infant hopes, are there — Hostages all 
Pledged for Paulinus' safety — ^Ay, and one 



40 THE DR^mS. 

Might touch e'en a feroqious Druid's heart — ^ 
A lovely infant girl, thy child, harah Druid 1 
She for Paulinus answer^ with her life I 
Ch. Dr. My d^jrling Guenever? 
Semp. Assure thyself, 

First upon her shall fetributipn fall. 

Kmo. Unhappy father, wer^'t then crimiiuil 
Once more to ask the pleasure of the Gods ? 
Might not compassion for their faithfid servant 
Induce a different victim's choicQ ? 

Ch. D». Would'st thou 

Attribute human imbecility 
To the high Gods ? Think'st thou their p^rpo8es 
Vary ? That they foresee not all results ? 

Lbw. (mrting forw€i^d.) Hard hearted Druid, 
wilt thou coldly thus 
At onoe condemn fair Moina to a lifb 
To woman's tendei^ess the most repugnant, 
And doom thy helpless Guenever tQ quench 
The Romans' unrestricted thirst of vengeance ? 
Ch, Dr. Unreverend youth, claim'st thou from 
royal birth, 
Or from thy boyish, unrequited passion. 
The privilege to question mo ? 
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King. • Lewellin, 

Silence, I charge thee ! Thou and yonder Roman 
Do bnt with injudicions urgency 
Harden the obstinacy you would soften. 
Mine honoured firiend, be not precipitate ! 
Have pity on thyself^ nor rashly doom 
Thine age to desolation. 

Ch. Dr. When the Oods 

Deliver to our sacrificial knife 
The noblest victim in the Boman host, 
Wouldst thou presume, with sacrilegious pity, 
To rob their altar of the chosen victim ? 

King. Alas ! If Gnenever's young life repays 
This Roman prisoner's, whilst the sacrifice 
Pledges to maiden holiness fair Mdna, 
For thee, posterity's sweet hopes are blighted. 

Ch. Dr. The Gods decree th' extinction of my 
'Tis not for me to strive against their wilL {[race — 
King. Yet pause— 

Ch. Dr. No more ! Rebel not 'gainst 

iheGods, 
Nor force my friendly voice to hurl the thunders 
Of excommimication on thy head ! 

King. Roman, thou see'st I cannot free Paulinus. 
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Lew. Already dost thou yield? 

Kino. I dare not risk 

The threatened curse. And contest were in vain — 
What prayer, what argument, should touch a heart 
Unshaken by the peril of a child ? 

MoiNA. My father, is't not lawful to believe 
The shuddering horror that has seized my soul, — 
— -^ A sold in firm, though painful constancy, 



Erst so resolved all duties to discharge 

May be an intimation from the Gods 
That we have misinterpreted their will ? 

Ch. Dr. The Gods too plainly have declared 
For misinterpretation — Dare not thou [their will 
Ascribe to them the frailty of thy nature ! 
Roman, Paulinus dies to-night — ^The King 
May for the freedom of the others treat. 

[M^oiSAfaifUt. 

King. The priestess sinks ! 
Lew. Moina ! 

Ch. Dr. Disgraceful weakness ! 

[jheypreM round her, and the curtain faUi, 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. 

Part of the Foreit. 

Lewellin and Moina. 

MoiNA. Lewellin, if thou wouldst I should believe 
Thou ever lov'dst me, now assist, now save me ! 
I cannot perpetrate this horrid deed ! 

It is impossible 1 cannot ! 

Lew. Moina, 

So suddenly art thou thus changed ? Two hours 
Have scarce elapsed since thou wast resolute 

To execute thine office, howe'er dreadful 

Moina. True — In cold desperation I hiid steeled 

My spirit to its task Hope's balmy dew 

Since then has fallen with genial influence 
XJpon my soul, dissolving all its firmness — 
I cannot now regain it. 

Lew. Never wish 

Aught so unnatural to womanhood ! 
Save thee ? My worshipped Moina, be but mine — 
^ow that hand — assume the name of wife — 
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And thou rt exempt for ever from the horrors 
Of thy prophetic dignity. 

MoiNA. A wife, 

/ could not speak the oracles o' the Gods, 
Nor immolate their victims — But to him, 
The destined victim, how should this avail ? 

Lew. Paulinus ! What of him ? So thy white 
Be from the taint of human hlood preserved, Qiand 
Of what importance is 't whether the victim 
Paulinus, or a meaner Roman be ? 

MoiNA. So beautiful, so gallant, and so gentle ! 
So full of life, and all life's buoyant hopes. 
Yet with such scornful confidence confronting 
A loathsome death 1 Oh, he must be preserved, 
Lewellin, or in vain thou 'dst rescue me I 

Lew. Moina, thou lov'st himl^— Lov'st thy 
country's foe ! 

Moina. I love whate'er is beautiful in nature. 
The splendid sun, the moon's soft; radiancy, 
The ocean, swelling in majestic wrath, 
Or gently whispering kindness to the shore ; 
The painted flowrets and the wide-flung arms 
Of these gigantic oaks, whose solemn gloom 
O'erwhelms my soul with reverential awe. 
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I love; and should I with indifiference 

See nature's master-piece destroyed ?■ B esides, 

Hangs not the life of Guenever on his ? 

Lew. With shame I own, absorbed in cares for 
I had forgotten Guenever — Panlinus []thee 

Must be preserved — But his deliverance 
Alone, effects not thine. 

MoiNA. Mine matters little. 

Lew. If thou, from thine abhorrent dignity. 
Art not preserved, I to despair am doomed ; 
And will not, to be guerdoned with despair. 
Burthen my soul with sacrilegious guilt. 

MoDfA. Alas! Alas! 

Lew. Moina, be thou my wife, 

And I will pledge me for Paulinus' safety ! 

MoiNA. A fearful price requir'st thou for thy 
service! 

Lew. a fearful service thou requir'st from me. 
Teeming with dangei*, infamy, and sin. 
ily recompense must be proportionate. 

Moina C^/ter a struggle J, I cannot wed thee ! 

Lew. And I cannot save. 

Moina (after another struggle). Then be it so ! 
On my degraded head 
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Though light a father s curse, rescue Paulinus, 
And I am thine ! 

Lew. Mine own, loved Moina 

MOINA. Off! 

Touch me not ! Till Paulinus be in safety 

I am the consecrated Druid priestess 

Then — what thou wilt ! (a pause.) Why linger'st 

thou ? About it ! 
Dost thou repent thine offer ? 

Lew. Moina, no : 

Ensue what may, Paulinus shall be saved ! 
But 'twill be difficult — I seek the means. 

Moina. The means ? — True ! True ! — Oh, 'tis 
impossible ! [a pause. 

Lew. Bear thou a Druid's mantle to his prison, 
Beneath whose ample folds his Roman garb. 
His person may be hidden — I meanwhile 
Will, by a cry of enemies' approach. 
Call off his guards — Then to the sunny glade. 
Where, as though fondly lingering, the brook 
Expands its waters in a quiet pool. 
Conduct him. There I'll meet you, and will thence 
Securely guide him to the forest's edge. 
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MoiNA. Blessed device ! Twill answer ! Now 
Hasten we to our several preparations. Qaway ! 

Lew. Yet stay — Another word — of my reward. 
Moina, thoult bear us company, thine eye 
Shall witness this, too favoured, stranger's safety — 
Then, recollecting what on our return, 
Should we as his deliverers be discovered. 
Perchance awaits us, thou wilt give thy hand. 
Wilt in the wedded wife forget the priestess ? 

Moina. When he is safe — I will. 

Lew. Thus recompensed, 

Joyfully will I stake throne, fame, and life, 
Upon the venture — Ere the westering sun 
From the clear waters of the little pool 
Withdraw his rays, expect me in the glen. 

[exeunt severally. 

Scene II. 

Inside o/*Paulinus's HiU. 

Paulinus and SsMPRONits. 

Semp. The moments limited for conference 
Are past — Nor would I linger. Minutes lost 
May bear thy life upon their wings — I fly. 
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And hither with such force of valiant Romans, 
As shall, o'erpowering these barbarians, free thee,. 
Will swift return — What is the fatal hour 
Appointed for the murderous rites ? 

Paul. Night's noon : 

Dian's chaste eye must look upon my blood. 

Semp. The time is brief — Couldst thou by artifice 
Prolong it ? 

Paul. Quite impossible that were not. 
The Druid priestess, by their superstition 
Destined to strike the fatal blow, a virgin 
As yet unspotted with her fellows' blood, 
Is tender-hearted as she's resolute 
And beautiful. On me she looks with eyes, 
Not of abhorrence — Eyes, that show a sense 
Of Roman superiority above 
Her savage countrjnmen — From her, an hour 
Of added life, methinks, were lightly won. 
Yet, if such power she had, were I condemned ? 

Semp. If icillhe her's, woman, by power or art, 
Effects each purpose— Urge her good Paulinus, 
If need be, with impassioned sighs, with vows 
Of lasting love. 

Paul. Tliat were an easy task, 
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An easier to keep such vows ; for never 

I>id I, Sempronius, on a woman look 

Who touched the soul like this barharian maid: 

!Nor doubt I her good will, though much her power. 

Semp. Doubt not ; and prythee love her fervently, 
If love may gain an hour's delay. 

Paul. I '11 try her; 

But lest all fail ^Thy hand, and fare thee well ! 

Commend me to my father reverently — 
And yet a word — ^Ere thou in strength return, 
Sempronius, should my race of life be run, 
Do thou from harm preserve the wretched maid 
Whose hand must shed my blood. 

Semp, Preserve thy murderer ! 

Paul. Speak not thus harshly — ^With reluctant 
Constrained by that tremendous superstition Qheart, 
To which her spirit is inthralled, will she, 
I know it, strike the blow. Inglorious death 
Like this, is irksome to the soldier's hopes ; 
But it were agony beyond expression 
•To die, believing that my death on her 
Must draw the vengeance of infuriate troops. 

Semp. Her weakness merits it, of cruelty 
If guiltless. 

VOL. I. D 
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Paul. K mine honour thou respect, 
If like a Roman thon would'st have me die, 
Sempronius, I adjure thee, guard that virgin 
From brutal violence — ^whibte'er it be ! 

If safety be impossible — then deal. 

With honourable, merciful revenge. 
Thyself her death blow ! 

Semp. Well, so much I promise. 

And now, farewell my gallant friend, and fear not ! 
An hour's delay, by whatsoever means. 
Obtain if possible — ^But shouldst thou fail. 
Trust in my zeal ! Friendship shall famish wings 
E'en to the veriest sluggard in the host; 
And ere the midnight hour confirm thy doom, 
Dian s chaste eye shall look, not upon thine. 
But on the blood of Druids, in lustration 
Poured on th' unhallowed altars of their Gods. 
Farewell ! £exiL 

Paul. Farewell, brave friend, perchance for ever ! 
Perchance ? — ^Delusive word ! Of life to me 
What chance remains ? In time to rescue me 
That with our legions he should reach this spot — 
— Ere sullen midnight come — Impossible ! 
And this delay ? — If power that should postpone 
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Th' appointed hour of sacrifice were Moina's, 

Would not. her kindness have attempted more ? 

My preservation ? Yet so fervent seems, 

So absolute, her piety, her faith 

In this most horrible of superstitions, — 

Haply than love, more powerful it may prove. 

— And let it ! Shame on thee, Paulinus, thus 

In idle dreams of a barbarian girl, 

A Druid sorceress, poorly to waste 

Thy last few hours of life ! All thoughts of safety 

At once abandon, and prepare thyself 

To meet, as Roman should, thy loathsome fate. 

Think of thy country, and her hopes from thee 

Thy noble father s sorrow and reveng e 

Thy mother ^No ! In thought of mothers grief 

More softness dwells than suits the coming hour 



— My friends and comrades, all the high ambition, 
All the companionship, in weal and woe, — 
— In toils of philosophic lore, of arms. 
Of the soul-stirring battle's risks and glory — 
In social revelry, with wine, and joy 
Uncurbed, zested by woman's witching smile, 
That we have shared together — There is nought 
In such remembrances that should unman me. 
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But vainly I recall them — ^They escape, — 
The image of each heartless wanton fades, 
And in its place arises one so different, 
Of high-souled purity and firm resolve, 
With tenderness so wonderfully hlent, 
That to believe her of one sex, one nature. 
With them, seems profanation. — Is't not strange 
An ignorant barbarian should thus 
Eclipse Bome's boasted, cultivated daughters ? 

[apatue. 
She comes — 

JSnter Moina. 
Speak not thy cruel errand, Moina ! 
Profane not lips for love's sweet accents formed. 
With words of horror ! I have seen Sempronius, 
And know my doom irrevocable. 

Moina. No ! 

Tis not irrevocable — ^No ! I come 
To save thee ! 

.Paul. How ! Has thy harsh sire relented ? 

Moina. That were too great a blessing — Yet, 
were 't so. 
The joy by mine own sacrifice to save thee. 
Were lost — 
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Paul. Thy sacrifice! What mean st thou, dear one? 
MoiNA. This Druid robe beneath its ample folds 
Shall hide thine imacoustomed garb and form ; 
So, when thy guards are by Lewellin's care 
Removed, shalt thou ynih. me pass forth unnoticed. 
Unnoticed reach the forest's boundaries. 

Paul. My sweet deliyerer ! By thee preserved, 
The privilege to breathe will be delight ! 
But saidst thou sacrifice ? What meant that word ? 
Is't possible thy dire pre-eminence 
In cold virginity, midst blood-stained rites, 
Should be so dear, thou deem'st it sacrifice 
For me to forfeit it ? With me to fly 
From this dark isle to blithesome Italy ? 

MoiNA. Alas, that may not be! I must remain — 
But by my sacrifice canst thou be saved. 

Paul. Explain — ^What fearful mystery is this ? 
MoiNA. Alone I cannot rescue thee — ^No poweit 
Have I the warders round thy door who watch. 
Thence to remote — Lewellin will effect it — 

But claims in recompense 

Paul. Say on ! 

MoiNA. My hand. 

Paul. What? Shall thy hand to a barbarian 
warrior 
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Be given ? And with it all the world of charms 
That e'en amidst the horrors of my fate 
Kindle my senses, wakening other thoughts 
Than fit a captive, doomed to present death ! 
Moina^ it shall not b^ ! 

MoiNA. It must! 

Paul. No, never! 

Rather wiU I remain, and die \ — Unless 

Moina, couldst thou for some short hours postpone 
The sacrifice, my father ¥rith his legions 
Might from the camp arrive in time to save me. 

Moina. Impossible ! Such power there's none — 
Is by unalterable laws appointed — phe time 

Nor could thy friends' assault avail — Alarms 
Of foes could but precipitate thy fate. 
No way but this — 

Paul. Then let me peridb here. 

So thou remain unwedded ! 

MoiifA. Perish? No! 

Thou shalt be saved ! For me — ^my lot is fixed — 
My hope — ^that 'twill not be for long ; that shame. 
And sorrow, e'en should Druid vengeance fail. 
Will shorten my career of wedlock — ^Thou — 
Thou 'rt saved ! — In thy luxurious Italy, 
In thine ambitious Rome, midst pomp and power. 
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Amidst the smiles of polished, courtly beauties, 
Thou wUt live happy, thy captivity 
In this dread forest's consecrated gloom, 
But as a frightful dream remembering, 
— ^Unless the Druid maiden s recollection 
At times disturb thy pleasures with a sigh. 

Paul. The lovely Moina judges by her own 
Of others' feeling»-^An unlucky prisoner, 
Doomed with his blood your superstitious rites 
To grace, then rescued, that some other wretch 
May in his stead quench Druid thirst for gore. 
May, like a i^on, pass, and be forgotten. 
Moina's rare beauty, virgin sanctity. 
And melting tenderness, so strangely tempered 
By firm devotion to her fierce religion. 
Once seen and known, on the hesui;>'s living tablet 
Too deep are graven e'er to be e&ced. 
Beneath Italian skies my soul would pine 
For these dark forests and their gentle priestess. 

MoiNA. Dost thou speak sooth ? 

Paul. Dost thou mistrust thy charms? 

MoiNA. Is 't possible that eyes wont, eagle-like. 
To gaze upon the splendours of a beauty 
Ripened in climes than ours more genial, graced 
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With arts of cultivation, of refinement, 

Here, e'en by name, unknown, should turn from fhem 

On a rude maid to look with preference. . 

Paul. To thee the bare comparison, howeTer 
Destined to praise thee, were injustice 1 — Moina, 
I've looked, I own, yrith rapturous admiration 
On many a jet black eye, whose flashing light 
Dazzled the gazer, and inflamed the sense. 
Though it but told of beaut/s pride ; on others. 
Whose liquidly voluptuous brilliancy. 
Speaking a heart replete with soft compassion 
For lover's pangs, resistlessly allured. 
But never, till thine eye's blue heaven I saw. 
Guessed I what soul-subduing tenderness 
Could dwell in chastest virgin dignity, 
O'erawing lawless wishes— Never, Moina, 
Never till now, knew I what 'twas to love ! 

Moina. Thou lov'st me then ? 

Paul. And thou retum'st my love ! 

Thou 'rt silent, but those melting eyes betray thee ; — 
And ne'er wiU I resign thee ! Fly this isle, 
In fogs and superstitions sunk, to share 
With me in my delicious Italy 
Joys yet undreamt of. 
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HoiNA. I, for thy deliv'rance, 

"Willingly forfeit all I ever valued, 
Steep mine own soul in sin and infamy, 
Incur a fftther^s curse, bow to the earth 
In grief his venerable head — ^but thou 
Wilt send him Guenever to soothe his anguish, 
And I can bear all else— But to seduce 
With promises another to like sin, 
Then break, to rob him of his recompense, 
A second solemn vow — ^Paulinus, no ; 
Not even for thy sake can I do that. 

Paul. E'en while thou break'st my heart dost 
thou compel me 
To love thee more— Be it then as thou wilt. 
But Moina, here will I remain ¥rith thee ; 
Thou shalt not wed Lewellin ! This dear hand 
l^iall deal the &tal blow ; dewed with thy tears. 
Supported on thy bosom, I will breathe. 
With my last sigh, my soul upon thy lips ! 

\emhrimng her, 

MoiNA. (AnMng upon his breast) I too, mine 
office done, may die with thee. 
United for eternity 1 Qa pause. 

Voices, (witkouty confusedly.) To arms ! 
The Romans are upon us ! Arm ! To arms ! 
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MoiNA. (breaking from him,) Hark ! Hark ! It 
was Lewellin's artifice ! 
Thy warders are cidled oflT — Thou'rt free ! Thou rt safe! 
Far hence, in feme and greatness shalt thou live. 
Nor will I, of the treasure of thy love 
Ask aught, save some few tears of fond remembrance. 
Array thee in that robe, whilst I look forth 
To see that not an envious eye remains. 

Paul. Moina, if I escape, thou goest with me. 

MoiNA. When thou art safe, I am Lewellin's vnfe, 
And all is over — We ne'er meet again ! ^exk, 

Paul. Her heart, despite her scruples, pleads 
for me. 
When we have reached the border of the forest 
'Twill need, methinks, but gentle violence 
To bear her with me to the Roman camp. 
I will not lose her — ^nor endure that danger 
Through me should threaten her. 
, MoiNA. (beckoning at the door,) Quick ! All is 
safe ! {exit. 
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Scene III. 
In front of Paulinus's HuU 

Enter Chief Dbuid. 

Ch. Dr. It cannot be that ere the Roman's legate 
Had with our answer to the camp returned. 
His legions should assail us — ^No ; such rashness 
Consists not with these Bomans' constancy. 
They had not, thus infirm, subdued the world. 
Fraudful is this alarm-^although its drift 
I see not yet — ^perchance to free the Roman, 
The destined victim — ^And when I recall 
The eagerness yrith which those,, who should not, 
Urged his release, I tremble lest th' attempt 
Amongst ourselves have partners — Guenever, 
Rise not so vividly, in childish beauty. 
In filial love, in sportive innocence. 
Upon thy father^s memory, tempting him, 
Almost beyond the fortitude of man ! 
So hard my duty, and the fault so slight ! 
But to abstain from watchfulness, avoid 

Suspicion Gxienever — Sweet child — Avaunt ! 

What the Gods will, %h(dl be ! Implicitly, 
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Unmurmuring, will I obey. The victim, 
Whate'er the consequence, this night shall bleed ! 
And lo ! The Gods, more to confirm their will, 
Unconsciously have led me to his prison. 
I will assure me of his safety — How ? 
No warders to secure him ! Is 't too late ? 

Renters the ktU^ and returns. 
He has escaped ! The false alarm was given 
To lure them from their station — But not yet. 
So recent that alarm, can he have passed 
The forest precincts ; yet, by swift pursuit 
May he be overtaken. — ^Druids ! Warriors ! 

\jMBit calling 4 



END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENB I. 

The Forest, 
Paulinus, Lewellin, and^. Moina. 

MoiNA. When safe amongst thy friends, thoult 
not forget 
To send in Giienever some consolation 
To mine offended, mine afflictel^ fktiier. 
To me, some expiation of my crime ? 

Paul. Chienever safely to thy father s arms 
Shall be restored. But, Moina, ne'er believe 
That I, midst dangers imminent, provoked 
By my deliverance, will leave thee — Thou, 
With me, must fly them ! 

MoiNA. How? And leave Lewellin 

Singly to meet the doom, he, for my sake, 
At my entreaty, has incurred ? Oh no ! 
That cannot be ! 

Lew. True-hearted, British maid ! 

I ne'er mistrusted thee. 

Paul. But wherefore both ' 

Not seek th 'asylum of my father's camp ? 
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Safety were torture purchased at the cost 
Of my preservers' danger — I conjure you 
Fly with me, shim the vengeance of the Druids ! 

MoiNA. When thou art saved, I am Lewellin's 
On his decision hangs my fate — and be it [[wife, 

To life or death, contentedly I follow. 

Lew. My faithful Moina ! Of our destiny 
Shall some brief hours decide — If unsuspected, 
As I well hope, here we remain, thy foes, 
Roman, on battle field ; but should keen eyes 
Of jealous Druid watchfulness discover 
That we preserved the victim, we must fly ; 
And from his gratitude will claim protection. 
But whatsoever chance, indissolubly 

Till thou art mine, we stir not from the forest. 

— Now wait you here, singly whilst I explore 
Whether unguarded be the outward pass. [exit. 

Paul. Moina, believe not I will e'er resign thee 
To yonder proud barbarian's arms. E'en now. 
When in his eyes blazed passion so intense, 
Mixed with such confidence of property, 
Scarcely could I restrain my boiling rage ! 
Profit we by his absence — Let us seek 
Some other issue from the forest's mazes : — 
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So near its bonndaiy, sorely escape 
Is possible. 

MoiNA. More deeply than I luTe, 
Even for thee I caanot sin. My pur pose 
Changes not tiiron^ LewefUii's absence— Here 
We separate — ^for ever ! 

Paul. Thine each word 

Hei^tens my love, hallowii^ its character; 
Then let me die the Droid's victim — thmL, 

Remain their Viigin-Ptophetess blood-stained ! 

Such £Eite were happier than Lewellin's wife 
To leave thee. 

MoiNA. Happier were my death — not thine ! 
To save thee I have plnnged my soul in sin, 
— Not less because unknown — Of my reward 
Deprive me not ! In thee henoefortii I live. 
Though parted, whilst I linger upon earth. 

Paul. I go not hence without thee — ^Thy refusal 
Restores their victim to thy €k>ds. 

MoixA. Oh no ! 

It is not in thy nature thus to trample 
On woman's weakness ! For my sake thou It live ! 

Paul. If ne'^r to meet again, of what avail 
To thee, my life ? 
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MoiNA. Of what avail to mo ? 

Amidst these dark, these henceforth dismal foroets, 
Midst grief, remorse, shame, and imloving wedlock, 
The only solace I can even dream of 
Is thy renown ! Oh let me fancy thee 
Pursuing gloriously thy hero-course, 
Wielding thy country's thunders, and compelling 
The stubbom'st necks to bow beneath thy sword ! 
And yet so mercifully conquering. 
That when thy name, in its celebrity 
Borne by the winds of Heaven around the earth, 
Salutes with quickening influence mine ear, 
Accompanied by blessings it may sound, 
Even of vanquished foes, for thee expressing 
Love, rivalling thy fellow-soldiers', Rome's, 
— Almost mine own ! 

Paul. Pure and exalted maid! 

While thus my passion thou inflam'st, our parting 
Thou render'st hourly more impossible — 
I cannot live if thou 'rt Lewellin's wife ! 

Be-^nter Lewellin. 

Lew. Roman, thou 'rt lost ! The Druid's jealous 
Has watched, has overtaken us — Each pass []care 
Is guarded — not a chance of flight remains. 
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MoiNA. Each path hast thou explored ? Dost 
Abandon hope ? Qhou entirely 

Lew. For him, not for ourselves. 

Some words of his pursuers I, unnoticed, 
O'erheard, and gathered that his course as yet 
Is undiscovered, as our aid unguessed. 
Then leave the victim to the horrid fate 
Whence we, with fruitless, with unhallowed pity. 
Have striven to rescue him, and follow me: 
Unmarked amidst the ranks of his pursuers 
May we take place. 

MoiNA. Lewellin, save thyself. 

And with thee, take mine endless gratitude 
For thine endeavours — I remain with him ! 
No longer promise^pledged, his fate is mine. 

Paul. Thou sweetest Moina, wilt thou die with 
me? 

Moina (falling upon his bosom). I ask of Heaven 
no other happiness. 

Paul. Far better thus to die than parted live ! 

Lew. This is distraction — Moina, dearest Moina, 
Hear me ! — From every promise I release thee. 
My love Til name no more — I but adjure thee 
To fly>^to save thy precious life — Resume 

VOL. I. E 
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Thy dreadfol dignity ! I am content 
So thou but livest 

MoiXA. Uige me i^t, but fly 1 

I am too happy e'en to wish for life. 

Lew. Tnhuman Moina ! Has this stranger, foe, 
In these few hours a love so absolute 
Awakened, that with him thoult rather die 
Than live, not the abhorred Lewellin s queen. 
But in that very Druid exaltation. 
So long thy wishes object ? 

MoiNA. I confess, 

Lewellin, that I merit thy reproaches ; 
But waste not upon me thy wrath, nor risk 
By doing so, thy life— Away ! Away! 
My love, if quickly given, is given for ever — 
Nor offers life a joy that can compare 
With sharing in his death — Then fare thee well — 
Forgive, forget me, and be happy ! 

Lew. Happy ! 

When thou art sacrificed ? No, Moina, no ! 
Tis thou must live ! If otherwise thou wilt not, — 
For him, and with him, must I save thee — Hearken ! 
Though flight for him there's none, I nothing doubt 
Alone, to paas unmarked the forest bounds — 
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111 meet the Romans, who assuredly 
Are hastening to his rescue ; I will guide them 
By secret paths, less strongly guarded, where 
Sudden assault may overpower resistance — 
Thus aided, they perchance may reach the place 

In time Yet, Moina, to redeem thy life, 

Thus obstinately lavished, my good name 
Though I unhesitating, gladly, forfeit. 
Dare I my father's liberty thus hazard ? 
With his my country's? — 

MoiNA. Risk them not, Lewellin — 

Live virtuous, and leave us to our fate. 

Lew. I cannot, Moina ! — ^Roman say, what pledge 
Canst offer, that with thy deliverance 
Thy countrjonen shall be content, nor further 
Misuse my weakness ? 

Paul. I will pledge my word. 

That if my life thou rescuest, gratitude 
Shall strictly bind my father and Sempronius 
To whatsoever terms thou may'st require ; 
And with my Hfe will I reedem the pledge. 
Remaining as a hostage in thy hands. 
This ring, our compact's seal and proof, take with thee; 
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Shew 't to the leader of th' advancing bands, 
And make thine own conditions. 

Lew. I perforce 

Must trust thee — Moina, if 't be possible. 
Delay the sacrifice — Say, as a hostage 
For him, I 've to the Romans yielded me — 
So shall my fathei^s anxious tenderness, 
So shall my warriors' love aid thee — Farewell ! [exii, 

Paul. Brave youth, flEuewell, and may Rome's 
patron Gt)ds 
Reward with blessings thine intent 1 Yet trust not. 
Mine own loved Moina, to his promised aid — 

MoiNA. I do not — scarce I wish it. Wherefore 
For other happiness than thus to die ? f wish 

Paul. Such death were sweet, and joy so ex- 
Is in the pressure of these clinging arms, (^quisito 
That hardly have I courage to unloose them. 
And yet I must — ^Why, Moina, shouldst thou die ? 
Not now in odious marriage need'st thou live. 
But as I found thee, as a virgin priestess. 
Faithful and pure, loving my memory. 

Moina. No more can I recall my fonner life 
Of solemn and devout tranquillity ^ 
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Hie deep incomprehensible emotions, 
Delicious e'en in pain, that swell my heart, 
That thrill on every fibre of my frame, 
Since thou hast wakened sensibilities 
Before undreamt of^ have destroyed for ever 
That passionless existence — What seemed erst 
The height of bliss, were now but conscious death. 
Here only, can I now, or live or die ! 

Paul. Couldst thou here live! And why despair? 
Bethink thee, — 
Is th»e no track obscure, no mazy brake, 
As pathless, by the Druids left unwatched. 
Though previous to despair, might 'scape Lewellin ? 

MoiNA. Why waken from a trance of happiness 
Idly to strive for life ? What beyond this 
Can life afford to recompense the toil? 

Paul. But yesterday e'en so wouldst thou have 
Of thy cold sacerdotal dignity — [^spoken 

Oh ! trust me, dear one, life, for hearts conjoined 
In mutual love, has joys of such rare sweetness. 
As even for the i^ost delicious death, 
'Twere agony to forfeit ! — ^Prythee rouse thee. 
And seek, reflect ! — Is there no outlet ? None ? 

MoiNA. Not one unknown to Druid watchfulness. 
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Paul. Yet may some tangled thicket yield con- 
cealment 
For hours, perchance till from its neighbourhood 
Our enemies, despairing, pass away, 
And night allow us to escape, or friends 
Arrive to rescue us — Come on, sweet love ! 

[^Ag he i8 hearing her off!, enter King, Chief 
Druid, and Druids. 
Ch. Dr. a Druid here, whose zeal has thus 
outstript 
Our utmost efforts ! Brother, hast thou traced 
The fugitive ? Look up, and speak. 

A Druid. Dread Chief, 

No Druid this, nor Briton — Other climes. 
And other blood are stamped upon his features. 

Ch. Dr. The Roman, hid beneath a sacred garb ? 
— And with him, doubtless, his accomplice! (turning 
away^ greatly agitated.) Seize them ! 
Druids (adwmce to seize them, and start back J, 

Tremendous GJods ! 
Paul, (clasping Moina, who rests as insensible in 

his arms,) Ye shall not part us ! 
A Druid. Chief, 

Must his accomplice be with him secured ? 



THE DRUIDS. 71 

Ch. Dr. The Roman, as the victim whom the 
Select, must be secured. The guilty wretch, QGods 
Unworthy of the British name, seduced 
By gold or artifice to rob the Gods, 
Seize for due punisment. 

Paul. Ye shall not part us ! 

Together leave us, and I freely yield. 

\jrhe Druids hesitate^ and the King advanccB to 
look at the Prisoners. 

King. Oh most unhappy father ! 

Ch. Dr. Most unhappy. 

In truth, must e'en the humblest Briton be. 
If father to a son thus sacrilegious. 

King. Alas ! Not humbly bom is the offender. 

Ch. Dr. The more unpardonable his crime. 

King. The crime 

Springs from the pity of a tender heart ; 
And to the guiltless, honoured father's pangs. 
Pardon is due. 

Ch. Dr. Pardon can nought alleviate. 
Tis the child's guilt, not punishment, must cause 
The father's anguish — If thy so n 

King. Rash man. 
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Ere thou speak farther, on th' offender look ! 
Perchance thou may'st repent this bitterness. 

Ch. Dr. My daughter ! Can it be ? Degenerate 
wretch! 
And you, senseless as her, will ye thus tamely 
Behold your Virgin-Prophetess profaned 
By touch of stranger? Tear her from his arms! 

Paul. Dare not th' attempt ! 

Ch. Dr. Is she insensible ? 

Mine innocent, my dear, mine outraged child ! 
Against her will, a hostage for his life, 
Hither must he have dragged her — Tear her from 
And in mine arms th' unconscious victim place. 0mn ! 

Paul. (€i9 she w forced frmn Mm,) Oh Moina, 
Moina, this is death's worst pang ! 

MoiNA. {bursting from the Druid's Jtoldy and 
faUing at her fathers feet,) 
Insensible ! Against my will brought hither ? 
My father, no, I am a criminal. 
Deserving only death ! I love Paulinus ! 
A stranger, Roman, conquering enemy, 
I love 1 To save his life have I despoiled 
The Gods of their selected sacrifice ; 
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Forfeited the prophetic office, pledged 

My hand in wedlock ! ^Father, speak my death 

I ask no favour save with him to di e |^doom ! 

That thon wilt not refuse— Howe'er to us 
Invaluable, the boon appears not much. 

Ch. Dr. Whatsuddenfrenzyhaspossessedmychild? 

MomA. The agonies of love, passionate, desperate, 
Mistake not for the ravings of distraction ! 
Father, I am not mad, I know my guilt, 
And I repent not ; in i^y heart there's room 
For nought but love ; at once condemn and slay me — 
But be it at his side ! 

Ch. Dr. These frantic words. 

This urgency, prove my suspicions just. 
My brethren, to defraud the Gods of Britain 
Of their selected victim, Roman arts. 
And Roman Gt>ds, have cast a maddening spell 
Over my daughter's cloudless intellect. 
Beneath its influence she utters words, 
That, were they known to her chaste, pious spirit, 

Would make her loathe herself. ^Heed not her 

Our holier skill shall yield her prompt relief. Qravings; 
Some of you to the tree of sacrifice 
Conduct the prisoner ; and in such numbers 
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s mny afford security, until 

e fated hour, thore guard him — Let the resi 
' With the unwearying watchfulness required 
By her condition, with the reverence 
Due to the Virgin-Propheteas, convey 
His spell-bound ^'ictin] to the sacred cells: 
Summon tlie female Choir, and over her 
Conjointly chaunt your potent incantations. 
II] join you straight. 

MoiNA, Take me not from his dght ! 

Oh King, for aid I call upon thy jiistico ! 
And thy parental feelings shaU enforce 

My suit. Lewellin, for Paulinns' aafety. 

Has given himself a hostage to the Romans. 
He must, like Gnenever, abide the risk, 

PauUnne if they harm think of thy son, 

..And save him! 

Cii. Db. Listen not, but bear lier hence ! 

MoiNA. Barbarians ! Shall we not together 

Paul. Resume thine office, Moiua ! So at lea 
c eyes in death shall gaze upon thy form. 

[_Tkey are borne off teeerally, tlte remaining 
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King. The Qods forefend but that her words be 
Was not Lewellin with us in our search ? Qfirenzy ! 

A Druid. Cwho has lingered behind upon hear- 
ing the King speak. J 
Some minutes ere we found the fugitive 
I saw the Prince. 

2nd Druid. I also, but he vanished 
^ sudden from my sight, the trace I deemed 
He had discovered. 

King. Whitherward his course ? 

1st Druid. It pointed tow'rds the forest's verge. 

Ch. Dr. My sons, 

^^lore the paths and thickets that way lying ; 

A^wellin if ye find, conduct him hither : 

^^ not, join those who tend the Prophetess. 
Her dreadful state demands all Druid aids. 

^exeunt inferior Druid. 

King. Thy daughter raves not ; Love is all the 

-Rie Roman has cast o'er her ; and my son, Qspell 
% promise of her hand, has she seduced 
^0 risk his life in rescue of the captive's. 

Ch. Dr. If love it be, only by spells and philtres 
Can passion, so unnatural, be inspired, 
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As that of Druid, Yiigin-ProphetesS) 
For stranger enemy. 

Kino. That matters little : 

Howe'er her love originate, her life, 
Perchance, too sure my son's and Guenever's, 
Depend upon this Roman s. 

Ch. Dr. Cans't thou think 

I am unconscious of our dreadful lot ? 

King. Thou feel'st it ! Then Paulinus thoult 
And, in his stead, dedicate to the Qods {[release, | 
Some victim of inferior value ? 

Ch. Dr. How? 
Shall private interests, shall parental cares. 
Be weighed against Heav'n swill? Dost thou, 0hKin^9 
Thus sway the sceptre to thy hand committed ? 
Thy subjects, like Lewellin, are thy children, 
And, as Lewellin, should be dear. For m o 
Since the high Gods require that on their altar 
Should stream this victim's blood, there shall it stream! 
If in the murder of my helpless child 



The vengeance of the Romans slake itself,—— 
If Moina's peace, or life, double the price, 
Leaving mine age bereft and desolate — 
Though sorrow bow my hoary head to earth, 
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I dare not hesitate— the Qods command. 
And I, grief-crushed, implicitly obey. 

Kmo. Almighty Cbds ! Can it be possible 
%&i knowing, feeling all the o'erwhelming ills, 
Th' intolerable misery ensuing, 
Thou 6hould'st persist ? 

Ch. Db. Not for my Sovereign's sake, 

Not for mine own, I sin. 

King. Urge I *o sin ? 

I but adjure thee to inquire once more 
The pleasure of the GK)ds, to supplicate 
With prayers and tears of fatherly despair, 
That in Paulinus' stead, they, in their mercy, 
Some humbler victim would accept ! 

Ch. Dr. To tell them, 

The sacrifice they claim being valuable 
We cannot spare it ; though, most generously, 
We offer whatsoe'er we less esteem. 

King. Inhuman Druid : Of mine only son 
Rob me not ! He's mine all of earthly joy. 
Ch. Dr. Those whom the Gtoda advance to lofty 
stations, 



-To govern and defend a subject land, 



Or to officiate in their holy rites, 
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Proclaiming equally to Prince and people 

Their will -those favoured mortals they still prove 

With bitterest duties, hardest sacrifice. 

King. The Gods, who gave us children, tow'rds 
those children 
Who, with a love surpassing other love, • 

Flooded our hearts, thus sweetening dreary age, 

The Gods can ne'er require their sacrifice ! 

Joyfully, at their call, will I resign 

My crown, my life all — save mine only son. 

Ch. Dr. Ungrateful Prince, and impious ! Is't 
for thee 
To choose thy sacrifice ? What is most dear. 
Is the most worthy ojffering — From thee, 
The Gods demand thine heir, Lewellin s life ; 
From me, my darling Guenever s — perchance 

My noble Moina's, certainly her peace — 

From both, our prospects of posterity ; 
Like me, unmurmuring, sorrow and submit. 

Kino. The Gods to their stem ministers impart 
Their own impassibiUty— a man. 
Am I, and father, and as such must feel. 

Ch. Dr. And am not I a father and a man, 
Subject like thee to human weaknesses ? 
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Is not my Guenever mine age's hope, 
As Moina is its pride ? Yet botb do I, 
Without or struggle or complaint, resign. 

King. Not mine such Godlike, or such fiendish 
3Iy son, at every hazard, I must save ! ^strength; 

Ch. Dr. As impotent as impious the attempt. 

King. Erewhile thy daughter in her agony 
Lay writhing, unregarded, at thy feet — 
To soften thy hard heart, requir'at thou further. 
To see thy King prostrate like her before thee ? 

Ch. Dr. 'Twere not, methinks, so greatly un- 
beseeming 
That princes of the earth should humble them 

Before the ministers of Heaven ^But thou. 

Who saw'st my daughter sue in agony. 

And vainly, canst thou dream the heart unvanquished 

By her despair, a kneeling Sovereign s tears 

Can melt ? To what thy weakness cannot change 

Resignedly submit thee, whilst I seek 

In pious meditation means t' avert 

The infamy, though mine unhappy child, 

Now menacing mine Order s fair renown. [eitit. 

King. Resignedly submit ! When such submis- 
Destroys Lewellin ? Can it be a father ^sion 



80 THE DRUIDS. 

Who firom a &ther asks such sacrifice ? 

Fanatic bigotiy and arrogance 

Harden against all natural affection 

These Druids' hearts ! But such strong influence 

Their sanctity has ^v'n them o'er men's minds, 

How can I hope to counteract their purpose ?— 



^Will not the warriors, whom so oft Lewellin 

To battle, gloiy, victory, has led. 
Who love in him their comrade and their chief — 
WiU they not listen, when I bid them save 
His life, idly, perversely thrown away ? 

Surely they will ^They must ! All hope were 

lost 
Should they desert me— Instant let me seek them! 



END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT V. 

Scene I. 
A Druid dwelling. 

MoiNA, sitting on the ground^ gurrotmded hy Druids, 
mdU and female. Enter Chief Druid. 

Ch. Dr. My children, is the Prophetess restored? 

A Druid. To life she is, but scarcely may I say 
To sensibiUty. Since her eyes opened 
Tliere, motionless and speechless, has she sat, 
Nor know we if she hear the mystic songs 
With which we labour to recover her. 

Ch. Dr. Brother, her present calmness is the fruit 
Of those mysterious aids — ^With what is done 
Content you, and commit her now to me — 
Mine influence, as father and High Priest, * 
Shall, as I trust, effect her perfect cure ; 
And, when the solemn stillness of night 's noon 
Summons us to the awful sacrifice, 
You shall behold your Virgin-Priestess, freed 
From sorcery's baneful power, with high resolve. 
And deep devotion, execute her office. 

VOL. I. p 
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Druid. We nothing doubt but that the Gods will 
Thy holy efforts. |[crowii 

Ch. Dr. Every previous rite 

That may enhance the dread solemnity, 
Do you, with pious diligence, perform. 

[exeunt inferior Druids, male and female. 
My daughter, from this lethargy of grief 
Awake, and of thy father and High Priest 
Receive the words. 

MoiNA. Wherefore? Thou wilt not save him! 

Ch. Dr. Say that I cannot — When the Gods 
I nor resist nor disobey. [^command 

MoiNA. The Gods ! 

Ch. Dr. The Gods themselves, Moina, have in- 
To thwart thy sacrilegious forfeiture [|terposed 

Of holiest duties and of holiest honours. 
When failed the father s lawful embassy. 
By sinful promises in secret working. 
Didst thou endeavour, this dread sacrifice 
Preventing, to preserve the chosen victim ; — 
In vain ! — The Gods have baffled thine attempt. — 
— Repent thy weakness then, to fate submit ; 
In expiation of thy sacrilege 
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Wield reverently the sacrificial knife, 
And execute thy hallowed office ! 

MoiNA. (gtartifig up and condng forward.) I ! 

Ch. Dr. Who else ? • 

MoiNA. Whose heart is harder. 

Ch. Dr. Who shall dare. 

With meaner hand, that consecrated blade 
Profane ? Who thy prerogative usurp ? 

MoiNA. / plunge the knife of murder in the breast 
Of him I love! Of him whose life with mine 
I'd ransom thankfully ! 

Ch. Dr. Can thy denial, 

Can thy thus prodigally offered life, 
Avail to save him t 

MoiNA. Cruel, cruel question ! 

Ch. Dr. In cruelty, my child, it was not asked ; 
But I would have thee deeply feel how hopeless, 
How utterly availless, thine endeavours 
To save this Roman youth. 

MoiNA. Deeply indeed 

I feel their hopelessness — Thence my despair. 

Ch. Dr. I will not chide thee for the sinful flame 
Which thou, forgetful of the dignity 
That to the Druid Prophetess belongs, 
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Foigetfol of the modest pride of maidhood. 

Hast lightly suffered this young Roman stranger, 

Thy country's foe, to kindle in thy heart ; 

Nor will I mock thine agony, or urge 

That flames so lightly kindled, will as lightly, 

By time's oblivion-bearing hand, be quenched ; 

MoiNA. My death will quench them — and, I 
trust, ere long. 

Ch. Dr. If thus ineyitable, and thus cureless 
Be thy despair, what fruit hop'st thou to reap 
From thus persisting to destroy me ? 

MoiNA. Thee ? 

What means my father ? 

Ch. Dr. Has thy frantic passion 

So absolutely effaced all thoughts, all feelings. 
That, planted in thine infant breast, with thee 
Had grown to womanhood ? 

MoiNA. Anguish, perchance. 

Bewilders me ; I comprehend thee not. 

Ch. Dr. Know'st thou no longer with what self- 
devotion 
I worship those tremendous Deities, 
O'er Britain's weal who watch ? Whom Rome, im- 
By an ambition yet unsatiated, Q)elled 
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^^ough more than half mankind she has inthralled, 
''^ ow sacrilegiously, with practised arms 
And policies, 'gainst which the simple valour 
Of British bosoms fails, with Gods imperious, 
t!'en as herself, attacks ? Know'st thou no longer 
That fervent piety, my guiding star, 
And, I once hoped, thine heritage — 

MoiNA. Too well 

rhe ardent piety that sways, that fills 
rhy bosom, human tenderness excluding, 
I know. 

Ch. Dr. Thus deem'st thou of it ? Thou, thyself, 
Wast pious, Moina — Could devotion close 
Thy heart against an earthly wanton passion ? 

MoiNA. The Gods forbid! Midst anguish and 
To love Paulinus is a happiness ^despair, 

I would not barter for whole centuries 
Of cold and soulless life, such as was mine 
Ere him I saw ! 

Ch. Dr. And think'st thou love so recent 

Can take such full possession of the heart 
As my paternal tenderness for thee 
And Guenever ? A father s natural love. 
Twining inextricably with each fibre ; 
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So intimately, indivisiblj, 
Blending with every thought, e'en of devotion, 
Tinting with its soft hnes th' ansterest acts 
Of my stem office ! Not such girlish passion ! 

MoiNA. Unhesitating Guenever and me 
To death thou doom'st. 

Ch. Dr. Unhesitating ? Surely ! 

When speak the Gods, I dare not hesitate. 
But think'st thou, therefore, 'tis without such anguish 
As wrings my time-worn frame ? As e'en religion 
Hardly controls ? 

MoiNA. I pity thee, if mine 

It equals. 

Ch. Db. Yet thou wilt persist t' enhance it. 

MoiNA. I nor enhance it, nor can remedy. 

Ch. Dr. Guenever s murder thou canst not pre- 
Haply thou canst not save me from the pang [[vent; 
Of seeing thee, by sorrow's lingering poison. 
Die slowly — But the load of infamy 
That thine abandonment of thine high office 
Must bring upon my head, upon mine Order, 
Thou canst avert, and thou canst spare thy father 
The bitterest of all pangs — remorse. 

MoiNA. Eemorse ? 
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Ch. Dr. Must I not feel it, I, th' unfortunate, 
Who gave existence to my country's scourge, 
Mine Order s shame ? To her, who, blindly urged 
By sinful passion, tramples on all duties. 
All natural ties ; who on her father's head. 
Upon the holy priesthood that he rules. 
Upon her unoffending native land. 
Draws down the blazing thunderbolt of wrath 
Destined, perchance, for the invader's head ? 

MoiNA. Father, of me what wouldst thou ? How 
Avert thy sufferings ? ^should I 

Ch. Dr. Discharge thine o£Gice. 

MoiNA. With mine own hand murder Paulinus ! 

Ch. Dr. He 

This night must die, and whether by thy hand. 
Or by a stranger's, can, methinks, but little 
Alter thy sorrow or his fate ; so little 

As for a father's sake might be endured 

Nay, if my memory deceive me not. 

His parting words were something to that purpose. 

MoiNA. They were indeed ! — Nor otherwise, per- 
Can I receive his dying breath ^chance 

Ch. Dr. And wilt thou, 

To spare thyself, only thyself, one pang 
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Of added misery, refuse t' indulge 
The dying wish of him thou lov st? Inflict 
Upon thine aged, sorrow-stricken father. 
Sinking beneath the load of crael duties. 
The only torture that appab his soul ? 

MoiNA. I would not — ^but so horrible the effort — 

Ch. Dr. Moina, unburthenedwith a fSatber's curse 
If thou wouldst die, if in a happier life 
Thou hope t9 meet this object of thy love, 
I charge thee, whatsoe'er the effort cost. 
Execute thine allotted, bounden duty ! 

Moina. My &ther, as thou wilt dispose of me — 
If to the dread resolve answer my strength, 
I shall obey. 

Ch. Dr. May those all-powerful Gods 
Who read the human bosom, and reward 
Virtuous desires, strengthen and bless my child ! 

Moina. I pray thee, father, till the trial hour 
Arrive, let me, in solitude and quiet. 
Strive to prepare my spirit for its task. 

Ch. Dr. In that use thy discretion Hark ! 

What sounds ? 

[a tumtdt withcmt^ clashing ofarvM and cries 
©/""Lewellin." 
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A tumult 'mongst the warriors ? and their ciy 

Lewellin ? Can the king have yentared Mine 

The office to suppress impious attempts. ^exU, 

\the scene doeee upon Moixa. 

Sc^ENE IL 

The Forest. 
Enter King and Warbiobs. 

Warriors. (tumultuotuly.J Lewellin! Lewel- 
lin ! Lewellin ! 
King. My generous Warriors, you, who with 
Lewellin . 
Have shared the battle's dangers, and its joyv. 
You, whom to victory he oft has led. 
You, partners of his triumphs, of his glory. 
You know the value of his powerful arm. 
You love in him your Ck>mrade and your Leader ! 
You will not suffer frantic superstition 
In her blind zeal to fling away his life. 

A Warrior. Lewellin ! We will have Lewellin 

back ! 
2nd War. Lewellin with the Roman shall be 

ransomed! 
3rd War. The Druids may select another victim ! 
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King. Kind gallant friends 1 Well did my heart 
assure me 
I might rely on you ! Ye will not see 
Your grey-haired King robbed of his only son ! 
4th War. No never, never ! 
1st War. Be thou comforted ; 

We will restore Lewellin to thine arms. 

Enter Chief Druid. 
Ch. Dr. What means this clamour? How! 
Our honoured King 
Encircled by rebellion ! 

King. Not by rebels, 

Druid, by 83anpathizing friends, who feel 
For the paternal sorrows of their King, 
And who would, for their own and thy defence, 
Preserve Lewellin. 

4th War. Give us back Lewellin ! 

2nd War. Give us the Roman for LewelHn's 

ransom ! 
3rd War. Choose out another victim; free 

Paulinus ! 
Ist War. For the King's comfort and the land's, 
Redeem Lewellin ! Our victorious Leader ! [^defence, 
Ch. Dr. Do/notwithourSovereignsympathize? 
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Think you /grieve not for Lewellins danger, 
And her s, who shares his fate, my Gnenever ? 
Oh might the sacrifice of my heart's blood 
Kedeem them ! 

1st Wab. That we ask not, but the means 
Are in thy hands-^ ^Redeem them with Paulinus ! 

Ch. Dr. Paulinus is not mine to give ^The 

Have marked him for their own. , [^Gbds 

2nd War. The Gods ? ^The Druids ! 

Ch. Dr. Those dreadful and offended Gods, 
whose wrath, 
Provoked by our irreverence, disobedience, 
Our faults unnumbered, has upon our isle 
Poured Rome's unconquered hosts, chosen by them 
Their scourge, for chastisement of rebel children. 
A wrath, which, timely if 't be not appeased 
By that tremendous rite of propitiation 
They have injoined, wiU surely jdeld us up. 
Defenceless victims, to increase the numbers 
Of Roman thralls — 

1st War. From such detested fate, 

We can defend ourselves. 

King. By my Lewellin 

To battle led— 
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2nd War. Lewellin for our leader, 
Our own right arms shall guard us ! 

Ch. Dr. Those strong arms, 

Are they not lamed, whatever skill or yalour 
Your leader boast, when, by the €K>ds unblessed. 
Ye rush to battle ? Has not wrath divine 
Subdued half Britain to the Roman yoke ? 

1st War. By cowardice or treachery undone, 

Our brethren were subdued ^Give us. Lewellin, 

And we are safe. 

Ch. Dr. Through Britons' faults if fell 

Half Britain's Kingdoms, by th' offended Oods 

— — In punishment of impious self-reliance 

Were faults so uncongenial to our nature s 

Cowardice, treachery ^in British hearts 

Implanted Must you be yet farther lessoned ? 

Be't by your Prophetess ! ^To sinful pity 

Her heart she opened, and the Gods' revenge 
Maddened her ; to worse guilt, to sacrilege. 

Frenzy impelled her But our fervent prayers. 

Her deep remorse, have expiated her crime ; 
The Qodsy relenting, have restored her reason. 
And ye will see the pardoned penitent 
This night, in her high office, strike the blow. 
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King. Will Moina slay the victim ? 

Ch. Dr. Moina's self. 

King. Impossible ! Moina, who loves the Roman? 

Ch. Dr. What seemed to thee a wanton love, 
Th' infliction of the Gods. Qwas frenzy, 

2nd War. Frightful example ! 

3rd War. Stricken with frenzy ! 

4th War. What, the Prophetess? 

2nd War. And for no crime but pity ? 

Ch. Dr. Her high office 

Enhanced its guilt From her example learn 

To reverence and obey the Gods ! 

Several Voices. Oh pardon ! 

Ist War. Poor, lost Lewellin ! 

Kino. Oh my son, my son ! 

Will ye desert him ? 

Ist War. Druid influence triumphs. 

Ch. Dr. Intrust him to the Gods ; if t be their 
Wlien by our penitence propitiated, ■ Qwill, 

Tliey can preserve him Think you of yourselves ! 

4th War. How may we expiate our sin ? 

Ch. Dr. Whilst wo 

Perform the sacrifice, against the Romans 
Guard you with vigilance each forest pass. 

War, We hasten to obey — \exeunt Warriors. 
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Ch. Dr. Unhappy Kiag, 

lu peuauce for attempted sacrilege 
Thou wilt attend the dreadful rites, witih me 
Inspect the victim's entrails, and naoeive 
Submissively, whate'er the Gods pranovmoe. 

Kino. Wretched and powedess King ! Mj ami 
My son ! JjBXgtmi. 

Scene III., and last 

/Seme the amm as tJieJint of the First Act, 

PA.DUNUS, under t/ie Oak^ guarded hy Druids. 

Paul. This horrible suspenoe if so mndi hope 

lie left me as may justify the word 

Tliis lingering, uncertain, helpless pause. 
Than death inevitable is more irksome. 

Yet weakness 'twere to wish it past Delay 

Is pregnant with the chances of escape. 

And of my beauteous Priestess Rare barbarian ! 

Life in thine arms can scarce be bought too dear. 
Hark ! Was't the tramp of Roman Soldiers ? 

No! 

The Druids? ^Then the hour of death is 

come 

And of Semproniua nought ! Nought of Lewellin ! 
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ly doom is sealed ! Away with idle thoughts 

»f life, of Moina ! Bouse thyself^ Paulinus, 
Lud think but, as a Roman should, to die ! 
tJnter Male and Female Druids, who arrange them- 
selves about the oak. 

Chorus o/* Druids. 
Great Gods, who with resistless might 
Once succoured Britain in the fight. 
Warming her children's hearts to piety ! 
How long shall conquerors defile 
With iron tramp our sea-girt isle? 
How long with impious mockery 
Tlie terrors of your thunderbolts defy ? 

Single Voice. 
Gods of Britain, if our guilt 

Your revengeful wrath awake ; 
If our blood, in torrents spilt. 

Little be that wrath to slake ; 

If the wives' the mothers' tears, 
Mingling with our blood, that flow; 

If the pang the heart that sears. 
Parching streams of softer woe ; 

AU be little to appease, 
Mighty Gods, your wn^th divine, 
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With those rites, the soul that fireese, 
Lo ! we now approach yonr shrine ! 

Lo ! our fellow man we kill ! 

And with him in sacrifice, 
Offer up our human will. 

Nature's kindliest, holiest ties. 

ChortAS, 

Tremendous Gods, whom we adore, 

Who banquet on a Roman's gore, 

Behold our awful rites with fav'ring eyes ! 
Behold the victim's glorious form. 
In youth, joy, passion, valour, warm. 

And let his blood in incense rise, 

A dread, propitiatory sacrifice ! 

Enter King, Chief Druid, and Moina. 

Cn. Dr. Monarch of Britain, to the Gods' 
Commit thy son, and, as befits thy rank, [^disposal 
Attend the sacrifice. 

King. Am I a King, 

Who cannot save from death mine only son ? 

Ch. Dr. And thou, my daughter, chosen prophetess. 
Move not as one with sin and shame o'erwhelmed ? — 
Bury, like me, in thine own heart thine anguish. 
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And, as a genuine Druid maid, discharge 
Thy painful duty. 

Paul. Moina, once again 

I see thee ! Scarcely durst I hope such joy. 

Moina. A dreadful price I pay for this last 
meeting, 
For leave to gather thy last look and sigh. 

Paul. Com'st thou to share my doom ? 

Moina. Oh might I that ! 

Paul. Compassion is not then a deadly sin, 
And thou art pardoned! 

[jhe Chief Druid receives the aacrifidal kni/e 
from an inferior Druid, and presents it to 
Moina — she takes it^ hut remains motionless. 

Ch. Dr. Moina ! Take from me 

The consecrated weapon ! Falter'st thou ? 

Arouse thyself, all eyes are fixed upon thee ! 
Add not dishonour to thy misery. 

Paul. Com'st thou as Druid priestess ? Sacrificer? 
A vestal vowed ? 

Moina. Mine only love, of hope 

No gleam remains — LeweUin comes not ! — Haply, 
Distrusted by the Romans, is their prisoner — 
His father powerless, and the warriors cowed 

vol, I. ' g 



98 THB BBUIDS. 

By Dmid influenoe — Nought, nought can save tl 
Paulmus — ^thou must die — and I — ^moie ¥nretched 
1 must bethink assassin ! 

Paul. I confess 

lis hard, amidst youth's glowing hopes, to fall 
Ingloriously, to superstitious rites 
Of horrid €h>ds, but by barbarians worshipped, 

A victim ^But by such distastefiil fate 

Only, if 'twas allowed me to behold 

Thy wondrous beauty, understand thy worth, 

And feel the bliss of being loved by thee, 

Moina, I have enjoyed a happiness. 

By fancy even in her wildest dreams 

Before unguess'd, and of such happiness, 

I am content to pay the penalty. 

Be faithful to my memory ; be consoled : 

And strike ! 

MoiNA (rauing^ andcigain dropping her arm^ 
cannot strike ! 

Ch. Dr. Degenerate wretch ! 

Thou brand'st with in£amy the Druid name ! 
Give me the knife ! 

Paul. Oh, Moina, let thy hand. 

Thine only, deal my death-blow ! So to die 
Is sweet 




MoiNA. One little 
I struggle with my 

Ch. Db. 

Kino. Dndd, 
Perchance, with w 
They now ie|ect the dicadfid 

^At least the TidiiB WoMoi tifeon but *pum 

Inquire their will, oar rwiaw T" agoinee 
Might yet, perdiaiioe, be ifmed. 

Ch. Db. Unwortby Pxia^ I 

^ilt thou, like yon enfireaaed FropbeCeK, 
Desert thy station s dntiee, and pptia 
^hly affections to ihe God^ coBUoaadh ? 
To saye Lewellin's thieateiied life, will thou 
^end those Gods, ihns to die Romss isw^ad 
Abandoning the sabjects to iky darge 
Intrusted? 

King. If the Gods leitente 
. The horrible conunaiid, though brokeo-heajted, 
1 strive no longer. 

Ch. Db. When the Godg have spoken, 

I'o ask the repetition of their will 
^ere impious donbt — Obedience unrepiniug, 
Unhesitating, is our sacred duty. 
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MoiNA. The Gods have spoken ! — ^Deep in the 
Of my heart's core, I feel the Toice divine QreceaBCS 
Inspiring a resolve unalterable. 
And with that fixed resolve, tranquillity. 
Too long unknown, breathes o'er my storm-toss'd sooL 

The Gods pronounce a breast, disturbed, like 

With terrors, pangs, affections, passions, all Qmine, 

To earthly object clinging, can no longer 

Be deemed a fitting sanctuary, through which 

Their oracles may be to man revealed. 

Only a voluntary sacrifice. 

The heart's best blood spontaneously poured forth, 

May expiate my transgression. ^This decree 

The Gods have stamped upon my soul and I 

Happy in this full knowledge of their will. 

In their acceptance of my penitence. 

Implicitly do I obey them — thus ! [jtabs herself. 

On. Dr. Hold! Hold! 'Tis profanation Oh 

my cliild ! 

Paul. Moina for me ! Oh Gods ! 

Mo'iNA. Here let me die, 
Where I might never hope to live 

KjNO. My son ! 

How little wilt thou prize a life thus rescued ! 
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Paul. Oh Moina, most adored ! How craelly 
Thou prov'st thy tenderness ! 

{a tumult without — Lewellin rushes »», fol- 
lowed hy Sempronius and other Bomans^ 
with Britons, prisoners. 
Lew. Come we too kite ? 

Semp. Romans, avenge Patdinus ! 
Lew. Horror! Horror ! 

Paul. Forhear! Behold at what a price I'm 

saved! 
MoiNA. Saved! — Art thou saved? — And I — my 
faltering — 

My death — have rescued thee? — Oh joy ! 

Paul. With thee 

m die ! 

MoiNA. Live, dearest — ^but forget me not — [dies. 
Ch. Dr. Inhuman Gods! My daughter! Oh 
my daughter ! 



END OF THE TRAGEDY. 



THE JUDICIAL COMBAT; 



OR, 



THE FORCE OF CONSCIENCE. 



a CtrageHs^ 



The story of this Tragedy is purely fictitious, its object 
being the illustration of the manner and degree in which, 
when unenlightened piety confidently anticipated, upon almost 
every occasion, an especial interposition of Providence, the 
remorse of a suddenly awakened conscience, might and 
often would, so lame the stoutest warrior's arm, as to render 
a Judicial Combat really an appeal to the judgment of God, 
and a test of truth. In order to do this more efiectually, 
every circumstance which, by encouraging the criminal, could 
tend to ensure the triumph of guilt, — as the success of all his 
previous schemes, a high reputation both for virtue and knightly 
prowess, and hence, as well as from the suspicious appearance 
of the accusation, a general anticipation of his certain and 
easy victory, in short, every thing but the voice of his own 
conscience, has been accumulated in favour of that criminal. 
But though the play, as imaginary in its plot and incidents, be 
not entitled to be called historical, historic truth has been 
carefiiUy and diligently aimed at, so far as that may be allowed 
to consist in a strict adherence to the social, moral, and in- 
tellectual costume of the times, as well as to the characters of 
the real personages casually introduced. The temptation to 
make one of these Joan of Arc, was almost irresistible, but 
necessarily suppressed, because that extraordinary woman 
could not be suffered to appear without more distinction and 
development than the play allowed. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Charles YIL, King of France. 
Count de Beauyal. 
Archbishop of Rhktms. 
Abbot of St. Martin's. 
Constable de Richemont. 
Count Dunois. 
Raoul, a FoundHng. 
Seneschal of Beauyal Castle. 
Etienne, Cinmt de BeauvaPe page. 

Countess de Beauyal. 
Gabrtkllk, Ward of the Count de Beaupol. 
Agnes Sobel, Lady of Beauty^ (io eaUed from 
Domain given her hy the King), 

Nurse. 
A Nun. 

Cofuriiern^ Ladies, and Servants. 



THE JUDICIAL COMBAT. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. 
Hall in a Baronial Cagtle. 

ShotUs and hurrahs heard without. JSnter^ separately^ 
Seneschal, Nubse, and Servants. 

Ist Servant, (rushing in. J News ! News ! 

Sen. What noise is this ? 

2iid Sbr. Sir Seneschal, 

News from the wais ! 

2nd Ser. News from our noble Comit ! 

Sen. News from my Lord ? How brought ? 

3rd 8eb. The fEivourite page, 

Etienne, approaches. Hark! E'en now I hear 
His horse's tramp, clattering along the drawbridge. 
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Voices without. Hurrah ! Hurrah ! 

[enter Etienne, followed by more Servants 
and feuded Retainers, 

Sen. In happy time Sir Page ! 

What tidings bring'st thou ? 

Eti. Good, Sir Seneschal — 

But where 's the Lady Gabrielle ? To her 
Mine embassy 's addressed. 

Sen. Ay, where 's the damsel ? 

Speak, nurse, where is thy charge ? 

Nurse. Where should she be ? 

Most likely wandering in the Castle Pleasaunce 
With the young foundling of the Monastery ; 
The Holy Abbot's pupO. 

Sen. What, alone ? 

Nurse. Ay, ay, alone ! 

Sen. Is this thy duty, gossip? 

Alone leay'st thou the damsel with that stripling ? 

Nurse. Art thou so ancient thou st forgot the 
Of merry youth ? I am not. Seneschal. [Tiours 

I yet remember how my girlhood hated 
The watchfulness of age; not thus 111 plague 
My pretty nursling. 

Eti. Good Sir Seneschal, 
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I pray thee let us instant to the Pleasaunce. 
The Lady Gb-brielle is strangely altered, 
If that my Lord's least word be not to her 
Of value far beyond aught else i' the world. 

Nurse. My Lord is gracious, but some few years 
Than Gabrielle — ^The Monastery boy folder 

Near upon her own age — and gratitude 
Hinders not youthful blood's seeking its like — 

Eti. Thou 'rt in thy dotage. Lady Gabrielle, 
The cherished ward of Beauyal's noble Count, 
And the poor foundling of the Monastery ! 

Nurse. Belike she 's not a foundling ? 

Eti. She, the damsel 

For whom my lord claims reverence Away ! 

I shame to waste upon thy folly, time 
That should impart to Lady Gubrielle 
The gladsome tidings I am charged withal — 
Seneschs^ to the Pleasaunce ! 

Sen. Haste we thither. 

IjBxeunt Seneschal and Etienne. 

Ist Ser. To the Pleasaunce — or we lose the 
tale. [eweunt. 

Nurse. I too 
Will follow — What these mighty iiews may be? 
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Scene II. 

The Cattle Garden. 
Enter Gabriellb and Baoul. 

Gab. This joetty flower you say will fltamdi 
Gushing from deepest wound ? Z^» Wood 

Raoul. Your pardon I^idy— 

Of wounds I spoke not. Fever in the Wood 
I said 't would cool — 

Gab. Tis I must pray your pardon, 

My gentle tutor— Far away my thoughts. 
Mid scenes more painful even than the sick bed. 
Are wandering. 

Raoul. Too well I 've noted it— 

Gab. But not reproachfully— Raoul, who owes 
To Coimt Beauval a debt of gratitude 
Only less deep than mine, can neither blame 
Nor wonder, if whilst he, my noble guardian, 
Con&onts the bristling spears, the arrow-storm 
Of English bows, my fancy ceaseless brood 
Over his dangers, heedless of all else. 

Raoul. Must gratitude absorb all other feelings ? 
Then I were thankless — Gratitude I owe 
To Count Beauval, preserver of my life, 
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When by the hoar o'ermastered — Gratitude 
I to the Holy Abhot owe, who tramed 
My youth in piety and knowledge — Still 
My heart has room for thoughts of Gbibrielle. 

Gab. Mistake me not ; the heart of (labrielle 
For her kind teacher harbours ample stores 
Of sisterly regard — But you are here, 
In safety — and my guardian far away, 
Midst danger, blood and death. 

Raoul. Oh, why am I 

Forbid to share in dangers, that engross 
The cares of Gabrielle ! 

Gab. Wherefore, indeed ! 

Were you beside the Count my fears were less — 
You would, like Gabrielle, watch o'er his safety — 

Raotjl. . Undoubtedly — ^And might not poor 
When distant and in danger, hope a share, [Raoul, 
A little share, in such anxieties ? 

Gab. a large one and my boundless grati- 
tude 

Raoul. Too cruel Abbot ! Whose stem prohi- 
Grounded on claims of useless filial duty [bition, 
To that unhappy one, who knows me not, 
Robs me of Gabrielle's kind thoughts and thanks ! 
Renter Seneschal, Etienne, Nurse, and Servants. 
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Sen. Here is the Lady Crabrielle. 

Nurse. And here 

Her play mate — Said I sooth. Sir Malapert. 

Eti. Vile crone, away ! 

Gab. Etienne ! Grood Heayens ! Thy tidings ! 

En. Sweet lady, they're of victory and £une ! 

Gab. And safety ? 

Eti. And of safety. 

Gab. Heaven be praised ! 

Eti. Our noble, valorous, and puissant Lord, 
Has triumphed o'er the English conquerors. 
Commanded by the formidable Talbot, 
Without more injury than a scratch, too slight. 
Almost, to form a warrior's ornament. 

Gab. a scratch ? He 's wounded ? 

Eti. As I said, a scratch 

Ho has received, we may not call 't a wound. 

Servants. Hurrah ! Hurrah ! Long live our 
noble Count ! 

Sen. In faith thy tidings are most excellent — 
Bold Sir Guibert, since ho inherited 
The County of Bcauval, has well nigh smothered 
Its honourable coronet with laurels — 

Gab. Right, right, good Seneschal ! 
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Nurse. And none to heir them. 

Gab. And when returns my Lord ? 
Eti. Lady, e'en now — 

A trifling accident delayed my progress. 
And well I deem my Lord treads in my steps. 
Gab. Joy ! Joy ! Be speedy, friends ! Dress the 
old Castle 
In all its gayest, proudest decorations, 
To welcome home the Hero as is meet. 

Eti. More needful this. Lady, than you yet 
know. 
King Charles this way is journeying with his Court, 
And means to rest him at Beauval — My Lord 
Is hurrying homeward to receive his Sovereign ; 
And prays that you would, with the Seneschal, 
Make fitting preparation. 

Gab. Seneschal, 

You know what preparations are required 
For royal visitors— My hrain can fashion 
Those only due to my returning Guardian. 

About your task Your aid, Raoul, lend me ; 

The garden of its beauty and perfume 
Well rifle, to adorn the happy earth 
Beneath the Hero's feet 

VOL. I. H 
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Raoul. For ever thus 

May I partake your labours and your joys. 

\jBamint B.A0UL and Gabrielle. 

Eti. Now, Nurse, is't of the Monastery foundling, 
Or of my Lord, she thinks ? 

Nurse. Thou saucy Page, 

She thinks of both as suits their characters — 
The Count, as her kind Guardian and a Hero, 

She honours ^but the monastery youth — 

Is he not eyen now her chosen partner ? 

En. Away ! 1 11 ne'er believe 't ! 

Sen. Believe 't or not, 

It matters little— -^-But this idle prate 
Forbear, and hasten with me to the Castle. 
The tapestry, the chambers and the banquet ■ 
Summoning, and arraying the retainers——-! 

An hundred things demand our care ^Waste not 

An instant ^We're already scant of time 

So to receive the Sovereign of France 
As fits the ancient splendour of Beauval. 
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Scene III. 

The Hall 

Servants hanging up tapestry^ and maJdng other 

preparations — Seneschal and Nurse directing. 

Enter the Count ©/"Beauval and Etienne. 

Many voices confusedly. 
The Count ! The Count ! 

Count. How now, Sirs? AU unready? 
Mean you King Charles should find Beauval's old 
A residence unfit for royalty ? f castle 

Sen. Oh, good my Lord 

Eti. My Lord, th' unwilling fault 

Is mine— So unavoidably my journey 
Was hindered, that I have but even now 
Announced your victory, and with your return 
King Charles's visit. 

Count. Diligently then 

Urge on your preparations But my ward,- 

Where is the Lady Gubrielle ? Methinks 

Tis something unaccustomed that she comes not 

To greet with joyous welcomes mine arrival. 
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Eti. Your Lordship has forestalled her prepara- 
Likewise. The Lady Gabrielle seeks flowers [jaom 
To strew your entrance path — 

Nurse. And blame her not 

If in companionship that suits her years. 
Though grateful, she should dally with her task. 

Count. Companionship ! Have then her flowery 
A partner ? ^toils 

Nurse. Ay, my Lord, I trow they have — 

Count, And whom ? 

Nurse. One matching well with her 

As with her age — ^condition, 

Count. But who ? 

Nurse. Why, young Raoul, 

The handsome favourite of St. Martin's Abbot. 

Count. Out on thee, beldam ! What, the Abbey 
foundling 

Th' associate of my noble ward ! Ay, noble ; 

As my ward, noble 

Nurse. Beldam ! Mercy on 's ! 

Because some few years haply, yet but few, 
I may be older than his lordship, must I 
Be flouted with mine age ? 



^ 
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Count. Speak, Seneschal, 

What means this babbling crone ? 

Sen. My Lord, 'tis trae 

The Abbot's favourite has been often here, 
Th' instructor of the Lady Gabrielle 
In leech-craft, and the healing power of herbs. 

Count. And who attends these lessons ? 

Nurse. I, sometimes. 

Count. Thou art not with them. 

Nurse. No, mine ancient bones 

Are weary — ^And my pretty charge, I ween, 
Desires not that old ears should share with hers 
The honied words of courtship. 

Count. Drivlling hag ! 
By slander wouldst thou justify neglect ? 
Wouldst thou accuse the Lady Gabrielle 

Eti. My Lord, I dare be sworn 'tis false ! 

Count. Etienne, 

I ask not thee, but those left here in charge 
Of my fair ward, whilst thou, with me, wa^ battling 
Against the English foe. 

Nurse. Here 's a to-do. 

Because young blood seeks honest fellowship ! 
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Count. (oMb.) I was to blame to leave her m 
such care. 
And yet the Convent had been dangeioiis — 
Seneschal, how conldst thoapemat— ^ 

SKf . My Loud, 

I deemed tiie miae paaaeand jnor confideoce 
Tonduiig jQwir nntmiwu waid. 

Coinrr. Y ^le gazdoi^ is dbe ? [jv^* 

GaBw (wkkemt,) Baonl^ here well begm oor 
noweij' caipe t 



Mj gaaidiaii ! (drvffmtf hnr JUnwrty tmd fyhag t» 
1^ Couht.) Jot! C^ joy^niispeftkahie! 

CouKT. Mj gentle Gabiidk, I missed the greet- 
Was eyer wont to hail mine enteral^ step. ^ig 

Gab. Desiring to do more than fiite, perchance, 
Allows to one so lowly, I hare fiakd 
Tit whfli was possible. 

(JotTKt. How mean'st thon, sweet ? 

GaN. 'TI9 not for me, like high-bom dames, to 
^letrloti 
tliH tutlJ-tifey tlotor with a prize of honour ; 
)\\\{ ti^ff rti^hmight, I might presume to strew 



THE JUDICIAL COMBAT. 119 

The path before my country's hero-champion 
With flowrets hmnble as myself, that there 
They might exhale their soul of fragrancy 
Beneath his foot, and yield him, if not honour, 
A momentary pleasure. 

Count. Gabrielle, 

Thou^art indeed a flower of fragrancy, 
Too rare 'neath human foot-fall to be crushed — 
A blossom thou, to grace a monarch's bosom, 
£<nrapturing his sense. 

Raoul. (aside.) What should he mean ? 

Gab. I am not so ambitious, nor desire 
More than to die beneath the foot I honour. 

Raoul. (aside.) Precious humility ! 

Count. Sweet, thou 'rt too humble — 

Gab. That, I may scantly be — Of what should I, 
The creature of your charity, be proud ? 
Unless that I foimd favour in your eyes— 

Count. I answer not, for even whilst I deem thee 
Too lowly-minded, I would scarcely change 
A quality so suiting with thy beauty — 
And if I would, this is no time for talk. 
We have no leisure now for idleness ; 



120 THE JUDICIAL COMBAT. 

The king will with his court e'en now be here— 

Go, and in all the bravery thou hast 

Attire thee ; thou must meet the curious gaze 

Of courtly gallants, as beseems the ward 

Of Coimt Beauval, the child of his adoption. 

Gab. I '11 do my best, not to disgrace my guar- 
Come, Nurse, and help t' array me. Qdian. 

^eadt with Nubse. 
Count. Seneschal, 

See thou that the apartments and the banquet 
Be meet for royal guest, and mine own honour. 
Sen. Fear not — Beauval's time-honoured name 
shall ne'er 
Beneath my management be shamed. 

{exit with Servants. 
Count, (observing Raoul, who has long stood lost 
in thottght.) The foundling ? 
I had forgotten that old woman's hints — 
Hints ? — Gossip babbling — Yet ill fruits alone 

Can of his frequent visits grow. (cdoudj Raoul. 

Raoul. (starting,) My Lord — QMethinks 

Count. Whatmak'st thou here, good youth? 
Thy kind protector, the right reverend Abbot, 
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Might find his pupil worthier occupation 
Than to partake an untaught girl's disports. 
A castle, in the absence of its lord 
Offers no school to form the future warrior. 

Raoul. My Lord, the gentle Gabrielle was sad, 
And lonesome, in your absence — Gratitude 
For my great debt, for rescued life, methought 
Required that I should cheer her melancholy. 
By striving to impart the little lore 
I may possess. 

Count. I thank thee for thy lessons — 
I nothing doubt thy purpose was right honest, 
And what appears unseemly, but the fault 
Of others. Shortly I shall find a way 
To recompense thy zeal Now, fare thee well. 

Raoul. To recompense ? — Oh, good my Lord — 

Count. Speak on ! 

Raoul. You mentioned recompense 

Count. What wouldst thou ask ? 

A place amongst my men at arms I offered 
Before this last campaign, and, by the Abbot, 
As I suppose, compelled, thou didst decline it — 
Now seek'st thou that? Or royal patronage ? 

Raoul. What patronage — ^what recompense- 
would I ! 
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'Twas more than recompense — ^"twas heaven itself 
To sit heside the heauteous Gabrielle, 
To meet the glances of her dove-like eyes, 
And listen to the music of her voice ! 
Count. This is imfitting language — 
Raoul. fnot heeding him, J But those joys 

Have maddened me— I can no longer live 
Without them, and my swelling heart will burst 
Unless I speak. Like me, a nameless or^an — 
My gracious lord — Oh give me Grabrielle ! 

Yoh do not speak, my Lord. 

Ck)UNT. 'Tis somewhat sudden, 

Tis somewhat, I confess, most unforeseen. 
That th' humble novice, who so gratefully 
Felt his deliverance from the wild boar's tusks, 
Should seek to steal my garden s choicest flower. 
Does Gabrielle sanction thy suit ? Does she 
Admit, return thy passion ? 

Raoul. Of my prayer 

She knows not — for myself I dreamt not of it. 
Till from my heart it burst — Mine ardent love 
She needs must know, for I have ne'er concealed it ; 
And, by the kindliness of her deportment. 
She sanctions, and, in maiden guise, repays it. 
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Count, (aside,) Can this be true ? So baffled ? 
Yet there's more — (aloud) 
And the Lord Abbot d oes thy reverend patron 
Approve thy love ? 

Raoul. The Abbot knows not of it. 

, Count. I prythee let it be with his concurrence 
My ward is wooed — She is to such respect. 
E'en like myself, entitled — If the Abbot 
Give his approof, and Gabrielle confess 
According wishes, I, however deep 
Be my regret, or my surprise, to mine 
I shall not sacrifice her happiness. 

Baoul. Oh generous man — ^my boundless gra- 
titude 

Count. But till thy suit receive the Abbot's 
sanction, 
Forbear to urge it ; — and forbear the Castle. 

Raoul. That I acknowledge just, and fly t' obtain 
My benefactor's blessing on my love. ' \exit. 

Count, (alone.) What ! Shall I then have reared 
an infant rival. 
Preserved the vouchers of her birth, her rights, 
Into the hands of my worst enemy. 
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The haughty Abbot, to resign her ? Thus 
Giving him arms against myself? No, never ! 

But if she love this stripling, how avoid it ? 

Must I assume the tyrant now, thus forfeit 

My reputation for high courtesy. 

As for disinterested benevolence ? 

Or, must I, as a broken-hearted lover, 

Work on her gratitude ? Hateful, or paltry, 

I have some hope in th' Abbot. If untraced 

By him her birth — and traced it cannot be — 

He will forbid aUiance with my ward. 

He hates, and, as I sometimes think, mistrusts me — 

Wherefore ? ^That I discern not, yet a dread 

Of him, and the suspicions he may harbour. 
At times comes witheringly o'er my spirit — 

And now should he the rights of Gabrielle— 

But haply 'gainst an unexisting ill 

I 'm guarding — Gabrielle may scorn the boy — 

May deem, despite all difference of age, 

A Count, a worthier consort than a foundling — 

Etienne! (enter Etienne.) Go seek the Lady 

Gabrielle, 
I would have speech with her. QartV Etienne. 
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Sound her a£Pections; 
That 's the first step — The measure of the evil 
Once known, I may devise a remedy — 

[apaiufe ; enter Gabrielle. 

Gab. You sent for me, my Lord ? 

Count. And as I fear 

Most inconveniently — I am preventing 
Thy toilet— 

Gab. Save to please my guardian s eye, 
What care I for my toilet ? 

Count. Gahrielle, 

Scarcely have I had time to look upon thee. 
And yet enough to hear unpleasing news. 

Gab. Unpleasing news ? What news ? I know 
Not of your Gabrielle. ^of none — 

Count. To thee, perchance. 

They might not seem so, though to me most painful. 

Gab. You terrify me Pray you speak — 

Count. I m told 

This castle can no longer satisfy 
Or bound the wishes of my Gabrielle. 

Gab. When far away, upon a battle field, 
Midst wounds and death, against a foeman's blade, 
My guardian stakes his fame, his life itself, 



.ik^ . 
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How should the castle, dearly as I love it, 
Confine or satisfy my thoughts and wishes ? 

Count. I speak not of the kind anxieties 
A tender guardian's perils may excite. 

Gab. I understand you not — 

Count. I am assured 

A comely youth has been the constant partner. 
The favoured partner of thy toils and sports. 

Gab. Mean you the young Baoul ? 

Count. The same. 

Gab. Tis true, 

He has been often here — as much to pleasure 
The Nurse as me — although I love him well — 
He, like myself, indebted for his life 
To you, with me, methinks, holds brother's tye. 
And from his converse store of useful knowledge 
I 've gathered — But could I have dreamt his visits 
To you unpleasing, he had staid away, 
Though I had lacked my learning, and had quarrelled 
With goody Nurse. 

Count. Had not his absence grieved thee ? 

Gab. Perchance a little — not like your least frown. 

Count. Mine information told — Was 't then mis- 
That painted my soft Gabrielle as ready [take 
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To wed the young Baonl, to fly with him 
Th' accustomed shelter of her guardian's roof? 

Gi3. I wed Baoull You banter, dear my 

Lord, 
But 'tis a cruel jest 1 fly the castle ! 

CoDHT. And wherefore not ? Does not the bird, 
full-fledged, 
Forsake parental nest, parental wing, 
To build its nuptial bowei ? Nor to thee 
Parental neat is this — 

Gab. So much the d«arer ! 

Nature's strong instinct with resistless power 

Compels the parent's care and kindness Thine 

Was voluntary and my gratitude 

Is warmer, tenderer, than filial love. 

Count, {astdej She loves not him^ — but fiirther 
let me try her. 
(aloud) That is no reason 'g^nst thy marrying. 

Gab. Why should I change a state of happi- 

CouHT. And should I bid thee wed ? 

Gab, On bended knees 

rd ask what ignorant sin I have committed. 
That you should banish me 1 would implore 



^ 
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Your pity, your pennission to remain — 
If as your happy ward I may no longer- 



Yet as your servant, who in wounds or sickness 
May tend your couch of suflfering, and thus strive 
To pay in part th' infinity of her debt. 

Count. But, gentle girl, this is extravagance ; 
"Wedlock of our existence is the end 
And aim. 

Gab. You are unwed — 

Count. Therefore condemned, 

And told that, to my great progenitors, 
I owe it as a duty, to transmit 
Their names and honours to a son of mine. 
Perchance the castle, by my Countess ruled. 
To thee might be less happy — 

Gab. You will wed 

None but the good, the noble. Shell not envy 

The hapless Gabrielle some quiet nook 
Whence once a day I may behold my guardian. 
Or I would wait upon her, decorate 

Her beauties to your taste and then that 

son 

Oh who would foster, who attend your child 
With patient watchful love like Gabrielle's 
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Count. And were it my request that Gabrielle 
Would be herself the mother of mine heir, 
My Comitess, the sweet partner of my life — 
Is her aversion to the wedded state 
So strong, that she would still implore compassion, 
And bid me seek a bride, less Hymen s foe ? 
Gab. My Lord — I — I — I do not comprehend — 
Count. . Yet 'tis a simple question that I ask — 
Will my loved ward become her guardian s wife ? 
Gab. Your wife ! Who ? I ? Good Heavens ! 
My wildest dreams 
Ne'er imaged such impossibilities ! 

Count. Wherefore impossibilities ? Unless 

Thy heart reject me, or prefer another 

Gab. Reject ! Prefer another ! I ? 
Count. Why not ? 

Thou rt young, and many a winter of deep thought. 
And many a summer sun of toil and peril 
Have marred the earlier freshness of my cheek. 
Gab. Replacing it with such a blaze of glory 

As dazzles every eye even young love's 

That tremblingly adores, nor dares adventure 
Within the influence of its beams — 

Count. And must I 

VOL. I. I 
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Renounce the little fame I may have earned 
Ere I can hope to win my Oabrielle ? 

Gab. Oh do not, do not mock me ! 

Count. Mock thee, dear one ? 

It is in soberest anxiety 
I ask my precious ward t' exchange that title 
For one still dearer, — holier. 

Gab. Gracious Heaven ! 

My senses ree l ■ T hou speakest sooth? — ^Thy 
wife! 

[faints in his arms'^he curtain faUi. 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. 

The Parlour of a Convent. 

Enter Abbot and Countess of Beauval. 

Abbot. The orisons I 've daily offered up 
On your behalf^ my daughter, have been heard — 
After long years of maniac agony 
'Tis happiness to see you thus restored. 

Countess. I thank you. Holy Father, for your 
prayers, 
And constant friendship — Well I know yourself 
And the good mother Abbess, you have been . 
My sole support through days, through years o. 

horrors — 
But now I pray you let me see my son — 
My last, mine only child ! 

Abbot. Your son, fair daughter, 

Is absent from the monastery — He, 
When he returns, will be directed hither-— 

Countess. Absent ? Where wanders he ? 
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Abbot. To Beauval Castle 

As I believe. 

Countess. And why frequents my son 
His father s castle, now a murd'rer s den ? 
His lost ancestral home only in arms 
Should he revisit, from th' abhorred usurper 
To tear his prey. 

Abbot. Baoul is ignorant, 

My daughter, of liis name, his race, his wrongs, 
As of th' usurper s crimes. In Sir Guibert, 
Now Count Beauval, he loves his life's preserver. 

Countess. And wherefore rear my son in igno- 
Of what must be the lode-star of his life ? prance 

Abbot. Because the tale resistlessly had fired 
His young and noble blood to seek redress, 
Ere yet the summer sun ripen the harvest. 

Countess. Wherefore such mystery? Why not 
to the world 
Proclaim Guibert th' assassin of his kinsman, 
]\Iy worshipped Lord, and of our babes ? Why not 
From Charles demand th' acknowledgment as heir, 
The re-instatement in his rights, his title. 
And wide domains, of my poor child of anguish, 
Raoul ? 
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Abbot. Because 'twas yet unseasonable — 

Countess. The truth unseasonable ? 

Abbot. Daughter, you, 

You only, can substantiate the tale. 
And grief and horror had o'erthrown your reason. 
Who had believed the charge of a poor Monk, 
Supported only by a maniac's words. 
Against the Count Guibert, esteemed by France 
Noblest amidst the noble ? 

Countess. Who ? Th' assassin ? 

Abbot. He is believed th' avenger of the crime 
Himself committed ; and the wealth and title. 
So guiltily usurped, he uses well. 
Enjoying thence a lofty reputation. 
For justice, liberality, and mercy. 
His vassals love him ; as a warrior bold, 
And skilful, France admires him ; and King Charles 
Values him as his sagest counsellor. 

Countess. Detested hypocrite ! 

Abbot. Of what avail, 

Against a warlike noble, thus esteemed. 
Had been mine unsupported accusation ? 
'Tis your's to prove his guilt. You must confront him. 
Countess. And I will do't — Conduct me to the 
I will not spare to speak. [^Court — 
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Abbot. In health and reason 

Must you he strengthened, ere we make th' attempt; 
Lest sight of him, last seen amidst such honors, 
Again distract you, and your firemded ravings 
Awake mistrust that truth itself he madness. 

Enter a Nun. 

Nun. Most Holy Father, from the Monastery 
A fair-faced youth attends, hy your command. 

Abbot. Admit him, daughter*- ^exit Nun. 

Tib your son, Raoul — 
Indulge the yearnings of a mother's heart ; 
But, as you would preserve your last child's Kfe, 
Conceal, till fitting time, the dreadful tale 
That heyond all control might fire his passions. 

JShUer Baoul. 

Countess. His father s very eye ! My son ! My 
son ! [JaUinff upcn Raoul'b neck. 

Raoul. Poor mother! Thou at large! And 
know'st thy son ? {my child. 

Countess. Have I beheld thee, and not kno¥m 
Son of mine Eustace ? That indeed was frenzy ! 

Raoul. Oh Holy Father I May I hope ? ^ . 

Abbot. My son. 

Heaven has in mercy heard our fervent prayers; 
Thy mother once again enjoys her reason. 
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Raoul. My dearest, dearest mother ! 

Countess. Mine own boy ! 

Oh let me grasp thee, gaze upon thee, taste 
The ettasy of mother s love ! Oh this 
Repays all sufferings ! 

Raoul. What deep delight 

To feel the clasping of a mother s arms ! 
I, whose monk-nurtured infancy ne'er knew 
Caress of parent ; I, th' uncared-for orphan 
Of living mother ! The poor ocmvent foundling. 

Countess. A foundling ! Thou, my child ? 

Abbot. With your leaye, daughter — 

Enfremded by some deep calamity 
Hither you came, a maniac, destitute, 
And nameless — Here the young Raoul was bom — 
And well methinks the child of such a wanderer, 
Unknown and frantic, might be termed a foundling. 

Raoul. I murmur not, good fether^ but will hope 
Th' qyfttobioas name may now be laid aside. 

Abbot. Ere long, perchance — 

CouMTEaB. Thy &ther's son a fpondliag ! 

Raoul. Father ! Aye motbex, say, who waa my 

Countess, Thy fiiQier, my Raoul {[father f 
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Abbot. Daughter, I charge you 

Answer not. 

Baoul. Wherefore ? 

Abbot. Kecently restored 

Are thy yet feeble mother's faculties ; 
And recollection of misfortunes, such 
As by their depth once maddened her, might well 
Again disturb her brain. 

Baoul. I stand corrected. 

Countess. But thou, my child, tell me of thy 
pursuits, 
Thy sports and joys — Speak to me of thyself. 

Baoul. Myself? My joys? Oh mother, they 
are great ! 
For months I have been happiest of the happy. 

Countess. My blessings therefore on the Abbot's 
head! 

Baoul. ^ce from the furious boar, at life's last 
I was delivered by the valiant Count Eg^^spj 

Countess. The Count ? What Count ? 

Baoul. The generous Count Beauval ; 

I've been a constant welcome visitor 
To his fair ward, the lovely Gabrielle. 
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Countess. The ward of Sir Guibert ? 

Abbot. Forbear, my daughter — 

Raoul. (going on eagerly^ withotU heeding the 
Countess and the Abbot. J 
Oh mother, aught so beautiful, so good, 
So kind as Gabrielle, this earth ne'er saw ! 
And she, this matchless creature, shall be mine ! 

Countess. Thine ! Guibert's ward ! 

Abbot. Thine ? 

Raoul. Mine — The gracious Count 
Did not forbid my suit — ^he but required 
It should receive your sanction, father Abbot. 
And now, no longer as a nameless foundling, 
When I shall woo the virgin 

Countess. Father Abbot, 

Who is this GabrieUe ? 

Abbot. 'Tis said a foundling ; 

But whispered she's the child of Sir Guibert — 
Fruit of unhallowed passion. 

Countess. Horrible ! 

Thou woo the base-bom brat of Sir Guibert, 
Th' assassin of thy father, of thy race, 
Th' usurper of thy rights ! No son of mine 
Art thou, if thus thou stoop to infamy! 
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• 

Baoul. Good Heavens ! She raves — Have mine 
incautious words 
Again distracted her scarce settled mind ? 

Abbot. Too sure, my son, thy tale has hurried her 
T' o'erleap the boundaries of that discretion^ 
I had enjoined — but not enfrenzied her. 

Baoul. How, raves she not ? 

Abbot. Attempt atsecnciy 

Henceforth, were unavailing — True her words— 

Baoul. No, no I Not true ! 

Countess. My son, turn not away! 

Abbot. Thy mother is the Countess of Beauval, 
Tlie widow of the murdered Count, Sir Eustace. 

Baoul. Am I the son of good Count Eustace, 
By English robbers, and by Sir Guibert [[murdered 
Avenged ? 

Countess. Avenged ? He was the murderer! 

Baoul. Who? Count Guibert, the noblest, 
bravest, best, 
Of men ? Impossible ! 

Countess. Myself I saw him ! 

Starting from slumber, by my side I saw 
My husband bleeding, lifeless,*— Sir Guibert. 
Standing with gory dagger by the couc h - ■ 



THE JUDICIAL COMBAT. 139 

He grasped me, but I, shrieking, burst away — 
In the adjoining chamber my two children — 
Thy lisping brother, thy yet baby sister, 
Lay murdered — ^He pursued me — and I fled. 

Abbot. I found her by the Monastery gate 
Prostrate, half fainting, yet at intervals 
Still wildly shrieldiig — ^Midst the agonies 
Of wife and mothei^s utter desolation. 
Amidst the throes, harbingers of thy birth, 
I learned her dreadful tale, and brought her 4iither ; 
Where, safe concealed by the good Abbess care 
From every hostile eye, thyself wast bom, 
And frenzy seized upon thy wretched mother. 

Raoul. Frenzy ? Too sure ! My dear unhappy 
Already had delirium seized on thee, [[mother ! 

When, startled by such horrors from thy sleep. 
Thy fear-enfrenzied mind, in some strange ruffian, 
Beheld the absent Sir Guibert. 

CouNTBBS. Such doubts 

Hear I from thee, my child? 

Abbot. Raoul, what mean'st thou? 

What terrible distemperature of passion 
Ca;n so bewilder thee, that thou pr^enest 
The testimony of thy deadliest foe, 
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Deep dyed in thine own blood, to mine, to her s, 
Thy mother s ? 

Baoul. He 's my benefactor — ^I 
Owe to his daring prowess, on behalf 
Of one unknown, my life — Nor in belief 
Of his high excellence stand I alone. 

Countess. And in blind admiration of a stranger, 
Or rather of his base-bom child, my son 
Distrusts his mother ! 

Raoul. Dearest mother, no— — 

*Tis not distrust — ^no — I but deem thy frenzy 
Had earlier, with the sorrows whence it sprang. 
Not with my birth, begun — 

Abbot. Poor subterfuge. 

The sophistry of passion. 

Raoul. If 't be passion 

That ministers the thought, with gratitude 
That passion harmonizes, and inspires 
Plain truth — ^The father of sweet Gabrielle 
Is no assassin. 

Countess. Most degenerate boy ! 
At th' instigation of dishonest love 
Wilt thou leave unavenged thy father s blood, 
Thy brother s, sister s, — and thy mother s madness ? 
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Baoul. Wrong me not, mother ! — All shall be 
avenged— 

But on the guilty head Of Sir Gxiibert 

I will inquire 

Enter Nun. 
Nun. a packet from Beauval, 

Forwarded hither from the monastery. 

[^gives the Abbot a packet^ and exit. 
Abbot. From Sir Guibert ! 
CotTNTESS. What would the murderer ? 

Raoul. Why writes he? Why awaits not the 
result 
Of my request ? Or is 't King Charles's coming — 
Countess. What sayst thou of King Charles? 

Comes the King hither ? 
Raoul. He 's momently expected at Beauval. 
Countess. Expected at Beauval — E'en to my 
wish. [mrmng. 

Abbot. My son, this letter nearly touches thee — 
Raoul. Me ? Writes he of my love-suit ? At 
Perchance, of Grabrielle ? [[the prayer, 

Abbot. 'Tis in her name 

That Sir Guibert rejects thy suit, by me 
Be 't sanctioned or forbidden — 

Raoul. How? Rejects? 
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In name of Gabrielle ? — Oh no, no, no ! 

Not in her name — His pride — He forces her — 

Abbot. He bids me to the royal banquet, held 
This day in honour of King Charles, and prays 
I would bestow the Church's benediction 
Upon his nuptials with his ward — 
Raoul. On his ? 

Abbot. On his. 

Baoul. What, Grabrielle renounce the love 

Her smiles encouraged? And for him? Her guardian! 

Countess. If she renounce thy youthful love,, my 

For wealth and title, little she deserves [son, 

This pasdonate regret. 

Raoul, No, mother, no. 

She is not false — I understand it all — 
She knows not of my love-suit— Therefore 'twas 
He drove me thence t'obtain the Abbot's sanction- 
Only to part us ! — ^And emplojdng sudden 
A guardian's arbitrary power, he 11 drag her 
Reluctant to the altar — ^will compel. 
Perforce, submission to abhorrent nuptials. 
Countess. 'Tis very likely. 
Abbot. 'Tis impossible, 

Still rav'st thou, but in altered guise— In pre- 
sence 
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0( King and Court, would Sir Guibert thus forfeit 
His honourable name? 

Raoul. For GabrieUe— 

But he shall forfeit it in vain — 111 foil, 
Unmask him — I — Before the King and Court 
His hidden murders 1 11 denounce, and claim 
My heritage — 
Abbot. That may not be amiss— 
Countess. I will along with thee — 
Abbot. Not so, my daughter. 

This day's events already have o'erwrought 
Thy strength of mind and frame — Beneath the care 
Of the good Abbess, quiet must recruit thee, 
While we prepare thy path — ^The King shall hear 
Our tale, and name a season to require 
Thy testimony — 

Countess. I must needs /»bey you. 
Abbot. I pity thine impatience — Well away. 

^exeunt ieceraUy, 
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Scene II. 

Ths Hall at Beauval. 

Count op Beauval, tishertng in King Charles VII. 

and his Court, 

Count. Deem me not, good my liege, insensible 
Of the high honour that your royal visit 
Does my poor castle of Beauval, though I 
Already, as insatiate, should presume 
To cry a boon, a boon ! 

K. Ch. Take it, unnamed ! 

What should the champion of his native land, 
The conqu ror of our English conquerors. 
Ask of his Sovereign, and not obtain ? 

Count. Your Highness, with your royal presence 

[then- 

Will condescend to witness, honour, sanction. 
My nuptial celebration — 

K. Ch. Ay, my Lord, 

Tliat way intend you ? We believed your thoughts^ 
So much engrossed with war, with France's weal, 
That lady's love could hardly find admittance. 
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CouiTT. I trust nor love, nor marriage e'er shall 
steal 
My thoughts from those exalted duties. 

K. Ch. Count, 

We doubt you not — But say ; what noble house 
Shall add new honours to its blazonry, 
By giving you the fairest of its daughters ? 

Count. My Liege, the Heralds' o£Bice has not been 
% wooing stage— Domestic happiness 
Is all I seek in marriage, and my bride 
Boasts not of princely blood — 

K, Ch. Say you my Lord ? 

You will not surely, by unworthy choice, 
Dishonour your high name, and our pledged sanction; 
Who is the lady ? 

Count. I had dared to hope 

Some little service rendered to my Eang, 

My country, ^midst her desolated fields. 

Her ruined towns, ^had proved me no discredit 

To mine illustrious race, and might have earned 
The privilege to choose my life's sole partner^ 
K. Ch. Much have you merited — But who the 
bride ? 
And where ? 

VOL. I. K 
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Count. I fain had won my Sovereigns 

Frankly t' approve my nuptial choice, or ere 
My bride were to the public eye presented — 

But since it may not be My Gabrielle, 

Come forth, and let thy beauty plead my caose. 

^brin^s Gabrielle, splendidly drmed, 
from an cdjoining roomy, and leaA 
her to the Kino. — JShe kneeU, 
This is the lady, Sir. 

K. Ch. In sooth a fair one. 

Whose beauty smacks not of inferior birth. 
Rise, lovely maiden, and declare thy name. 

Gab. Most gracious prince, my name is Qabiielle ; 
None other know I. 

Count. Thou shalt bear the name 

Of proud Beauval — But till thou dost, none other 
May'st thou lay claim to. Had I giv'n another 
'Twere victory. Upon the field of victory, . 
Whence by hard fighting we had chased the English 
My Liege, I found her, — sitting midst the dead, 
Beside the body of a slaughtered woman. 
With whose blood-dabbled hair, in childish glee 
She played, and caUed on her, and strove t' awa 
her. 
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Touched with her helpless innocence, I raised. 

And bore her thence away — Vainly I since 

Have sought to trace her name and parentage ; 

Nor from her baby prattle aught beyond 

The name of Gabrielle I gathered. I, 

As mine own child have reared her ; as beseemed . 

A daughter of Beauval. 

Gab. All, all to thee 

I owe — What joy ! 

Count. And am I not rewarded ? 

The ripened maid repays her infant debt 
With the rich treasure of her virgin heart — 
I do beseech your Highness to approve 
Our marriage ! 

K. Ch. Lady of Beauty, what sayst thou ? 

AoNES SoBEL. So rarely as we see duty crown 
Oh let not human customs, human pride, Qove, 

Destroy such pure felicity ! 

Constable de Richemont. My Liege, 
The Lady Agnes speaks a woman's reason — 

Agnes. A woman's, who well knows her sex's 
weakness ! 

Con. I, with a man's, support her — Sir Guibert 
Has earned the right to choose his happiness. 
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K. Ch. Lady of Beauty and Lord Constable, 
You both speak well — Count, you 're a happy man; 
In those love-beaming eyes dwells all of bliss 
That man may hope for. We approve your choice ; 
And ere we taste the banquet, will b^old 
Your wedding. By the Countess of Beauval 
Welcomed, the feast will doubly relish — Now, 
What further wants there ? 

Count. Gracious Sir, I 've prayed 

The Abbot of St. Martin's to bestow 
The nuptial benediction ; and as yet 
He is not here. 

K. Ch. The Abbot of St. Martin's 
l8, as we 've heard, of sanctity austere — 
Reproves the circling wine cup, the gay feast — 
Nor greatly joys in giving earthly passion 
The marriage sanction — But the Lord Archbishop, 
From whose most reverend hand e'en we ourselves 
Received the crown, the sacred oil, the signs 
By which Heaven sets its stamp on royalty, 
Gladly will speak those strange mysterious words 
Tliat make love duty. 

Archbp. of Rheims. I shall deem 't an honour, 
If I may be the chosen instrument 
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That gives to Count Beauval domestic bliss ; 
To France, the hope of an inheritor 
Of his high name and Tirtaes. 

Count. Gratefully, 

My Lord Archbishop, I accept your offer — 
Sweet Qabrielle, art thou prepared ? 

Gab. Prepared ? 

Good Heavens ! What ! now ? 
Count. Wherefore, not now ? 

Gab. I m your's — 
Do with me as you please. 

K. Ch. Damsel, your hand — 

We shall ourself bestow on Count Beauval 
The gift he values most — On to the chapel, [exeunt. 



END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. 

SCEXE I. 

The Castle Chapel. 

Enter King Charles, leading Gabbiellb, ami 
followed hy Count Beauyal, the Courts amd 
Attendants. 

K. Ch. Now, Lord Archbishop, knit the sacied 
That on our country's champion shall bestow [^tie, 
A lovely bride, and make this nameless maid 
A Countess. Then we 11 to the wedding banquet, 
And in our deep carouse, plainly declare 
Our cordial gratulations. Take your places. 

{as they arrange themselves for the marriage 
ceremony^ Raoul rushes in.'\ 
Raoul. My Liege, my King, I call upon your 
justice! 
Hark to my wrongs ! Give sanction to my challenge I 
But first arrest this impious ceremony ; 
Nor with the flower of purity reward 
Fraud, murder, usurpation ! 
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Count. How? Raoul! 

What yiolence is this ? 

Gab. Woe's me ! He's crazed. 

K. Ch. Young man, whence this unmannered 
interruption ? 

Baoul. I crave your Highness' pardon — The 
Of mine, and of my parents' injuries, [^strange tale 
Learned even now, and followed by the tidings 
Of ihe accursed villain's instant marriage 
With Gabrielle, have well nigh maddened iqc. 

K. Ch. It seems ^so, truly — Is 't 'gainst Count 
Beauval 
Thou speak'st such frantic slanders ? — Who art thou, 
That dar'st calumniate thus thy country's hero ? 

Count. My liege, a nameless boy, in charity 
Reared at St. Martin's neighbouring monastery. 
Whose Abbot, why I know not, still has seemed 
To me unfriendly — 

Gab. And to this strong arm 

Is young Raoul indebted for his life. 

K. Ch. Is he, fair maiden ? Such ingratitude 
May well o'erpower thy modest bridal silence. 
What can provoke thee, youth, to outrage thus 
Thy benefactor ? 
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Raoul. Simple truth, my* liege — 

This Sir Guibert, who falsely calls himself — 

Count. My Liege 

K. Ch. Nay, good Beauval, we needs must 

hearhun. 

Count. I seek not to prevent it — ^howe'er vexed 
By such unseasonable interruption. 
I would but tell your Grace what may explain 
The poor youth's conduct. Since I saved his life, 
He has been suffered to frequent the Castle 
As my fair ward's instructor in the knowledge 
Of simples, and in leechcraft — By ill chance 
The teacher grew enamoured of his pupil ; 

And she ^repulsed his love through pi^erence 

Of me her guardian. 

K. Oh. Then, 'tis jealoui^ ? 

Count. That, as I fear, may have distracted him. 

Raoul. My Liege, I am not mad, though des- 
perate — 
'Tis true, from the boar's tusks he rescued me ; 
True, that I love the beauteous Gabrielle, 
That he forbade my suit, to make her hi o 

Gab. Raoul, 'twas I forbade thy suit, although 
My heart for thee a sister's kindness feels— 
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Raoul. Thou, Gbbrielle ! Gan'st thou prefer thy 
guardian? 
Ay, but thou knoVst not — When this chanced, my 
I too believed myself a nameless youth, []Liege, 
The foundling of the monastery, reared 
By the good Abbot's charity — This day 
Has undeceived me — In a wretched maniac. 
E'en now, after long years of horrid frenzy. 
Restored to reason, Fve regained a mother — 
Have found the widowed Countess of Beauval. 

K. Ch. The widow of Beauval ? 

Count. The Countess Blanche ? 

K. Ch. Fell she not with her family, beneath 
The midnight swords of English plunderers? 
Speak, Count Beauval, you who alone can answer. 

Count, f aside, J If she be here and living, I am 
If I affirm her deaths beyond redemption; Qost — 
If not, perchance— 

K. Ch. Count, do you hesitate ? 

Turn pale ? 

Gab. Dear Lord, dost thou not hear the Ejng ? 
Oh, he 's beset with dreadful recollections ! 
They cannot choose, but pale his cheek — 

Count. My liege. 



154 THB jrmciAL combat* 

Tk tme, thai dmdM scene imaginatioii 

Had ocmjnied up afireah — and I was dwelling 

On the 9oal-haiiowmg detail, to frame 

ICne answer moie oooectly. — ^I helieve. 

Most <M»ifideniIy, that the CountesB died 

With my poor sfaraghteied Imwonan, withthenr babes, 

And honsdiold ; hot I did not see her cone — 

Nor eTeiy injEmt's — Hwas a djring servant 

Who told me aU were slain — ^Too late my coming 

For lescne — ^I was frantic for revenge. 

And too nnthinkin^y, perchance, pnrsaed — 

RaouIu Thou rescae or revenge ? Thou wastihe 
Thon and thy mffian foUovireis ! [[murdeier! 

Count. Who? I?— 

Gab. Oh, gracious Prince, I do implore yonr 
Be this poor youth borne to the monastery ; []mercy ! 
Where skilful tendance may appease — may heal 
His frenzy ! Horrible to hear his ravings. 
And think that mine imprudence may have wrought 
Such evils i 

K. Ch. Was his love by thee encouraged ? 
Gab. Not wittingly ; for never did suspicion 
Of passion in Raoul e'en cross my thoughts. 
Absorbed in deeper cares — ^But I tow'rds him 
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Felt sisterly — ^treated him as a brother. 

Count. He deemed that kindness love, and, it 
should seem, 
Hereditary frenz y * 

Raoul. If I did. 

Therefore I am not mad — and for my mother — 
The horrors that distracted her — her consort, 
Her children, murdered by a kinsman's hand— 

Gab. Raoul, Raoul, speak not such blasphemies ! 

K. Ch. The tale is strange — ^But it is possible 
This most unhappy lady may have 'scaped. 
Already maddened by her miseries. 
And filled with idle fancies of the murderer. 

Count. Tis possible. 

K. Ch. Still, if she bore a son. 

He is the lawful heir. Was she then pregnant ? 

Count. Not to my knowledge-^Td not seen her 
lately. 

K. Ch. All shall be duly ascertained — ^The 
The lady q^uestioned. []Abbot— 

Count. And must I abide 

The baiting of envenomed tongues ? — ^The Abbot "^f 
Known as mine enemy, the maniac lad/s^- 
Oh rather let me wave the privilege 
Of noble blood, and on this foundling youth 
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Prove, in the lists, mine honour and his falsehood. 

K. Ch. Such comhat every way were too uneqruL 

Raoul. I do heseech your Higness sancticm it! 
Inlbirth we're equal, and my quarrel's justice, 
Nerving mine arm, diaU more than countervail 
The murderei^s strength and skill. 

K. Ch. It may not be— 

Youth, thou art too intemperate of speech. 
And madly confident. 

Count. How else, my liege, 

Investigate a cause like this perplexed? 

K. Ch. The Abbot's and the lad/s testimony— 

Count. My Liege, have I so little merited 
My country's favour and esteem, or your's. 
That, like a base bom, mercenary burgher, 
I must stand by to hear my character 
Assailed by envious tongues, by fraudfiil words. 
By deep-laid plots, past a plain warrior's skill 
Y unravel ? 

K. Ch. Whom. suspect you of such guilt? 

Count. The Abbot is mine enemy — 

K. Ch. And why ? 

Count. Surely not for I slew my kinsman's 
m urderers-^— 
For God forefend I should defile my soul 
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With thoughts unfavourable to holy men ! 
Yet, midst the troubles of those fearful times. 
So many deaths, leaving no lineal heir, 
Might haply promise to St. Martin's Abbey 
Some of Beauval's domains. 

K. Ch. Far fetched suspicion. 

Raoul. Let him not thus defame the holy Abbot, 
My Liege, but be our quarrel by the sword 
Decided ! 

Count. I am willing. 

K. Ch. The Abbot's tale 

I first must hear. 

Raoul. Ere long he 11 be in presence — 

Terror of Crabrielle's impending nuptials 
Winging my footsteps, I outstripped his speed. 

K. Ch. What, now ? Already are we travel- 
worn. 
And, as we think, our ladies faint with fasting ; 
And though we cheerfully postponed the banquet 
To gratify our host, and to enhance 
Its pleasures as a nuptial festival. 
We cannot, weary and exhausted, waste 
The evening in this strange investigation. 
It cannot be required can it, fair Agnes ? 
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Count. I ask it not — The height of my deoie 
Is with my sword to prove mine innocence ; 
And that must needs await the morning light. 

Agnes. 'Tis not for such as Agnes to remind 
Her Sovereign of his station's duties. 

K. Ch. Nay, 

Beauty must not invade the Preacher's rights, 
By sermonizing — Sir Gnibert is patient ; 
His firebrand adversary needs must be so— 
Youth, tell the Abbot, after morning mass 
Well hear his story and the lady's — Then 
Decide to grant, or to refuse the lists. 
Now to the banquet. 

Count. I attend your Grace. 

Raoul. And this is justice ? This ! The hypocrite 
Th' assassin, does the honours of a banquet. 
In the wrong'd orphan's castle, to his King ; 
Sits by his side, and with bland words seduces 
His inclinations, haply e'en obtains 
An afber>supper sanction of his marriage 
With my beloved ; whilst I, a needy vagrant. 
Am sent adrift, to find, as best I may. 
The means to prove my right. 

K. Ch. This violence 
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Is as unjust as 'tis irrational. 

Thou, known but as a foundUng, bring'st a charge, 

The most improbable, against a Knight 

Esteemed alike for heroism and virtue; 

Didst thou imagine on thy single challenge 

That he should be condemned ? We pledge our word 

Thy proofs shall be examined, and the Count 

Agrees to meet thee in the lists — Methinks 

Thou find'st unwonted fiivour. Be content, 

And make thee ready for the morrow's trial. 

Meanwhile, Lord Count, I say 't reluctantly. 

But if a shadow of suspicion rests 

Upon your title, if it can be doubtful 

Whose is the hospitality we enjoy. 

We may not own you as our host. 

Count. My Liege, 

Though hurt, I murmur not — enough for me 
If th' hospitality of Beauval Castle, 
Whoe'er its Lord, be to the King of France 
Acceptable. 

Raoul. I 'm satisfied. [exit. 

K. Ch. Fair maid, 

Prythee forgive thine interrupted nuptials. 
And take on thee the hostess' part. 

Gab. My Liege, 
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I must implore your pardoii — If my Lord 
Be firom the banquet ball prc^bited, 
TVith bim I 'm banidied. 

K. Ch. We may not condemn 

Sacb tender disobedience, bowsoe'er 
We suffer by it. We 11 be our own host — 
So £ure you weU. Agnes, thy band. Let's in. 
[ejeeunt all Imt Count Beauyal and Ga brtr l l e. 

Count, (oiide,) Blancbe living, and Raoul hei 
son ! — My crime. 
Through her to the Abbot of St. Martin's known — 
Is all then lost ? My title and domains. 
My character and life, all forfeited? \apavM» 

Her madness and the trial combat — ^There 
I still am strong — Aye, and were Gabrielle 
My wife — ^the heiress, but for this Raoul — 
The husband of her daughter, e'en to Blanche 
Might show less hateful — ^to Raoul, his passion 
Quenched irresistibly its object known 
His sister — ^I, that sister s cherished husband. 
Were surely to Raoul, to all the friends 
Of my slain kinsman — something more than foe. 

Gab. Dear, dear my Lord ! 

\timidly taking his hand. 
Count. What wouldst thou, Gabrielle ? 
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Gab. Humbly and earnestly implore you would 
Permit the monarch's insult, or the ravings []not 
Of poor Raoul, thus to o'ercast your brow. 

Count. My Gabrielle then does not, on the word 
Of her rejected lover, hold me guilty ? 

Gab. Thou guilty ! Thou a treacherous murderer ! 
Thou vn'ong thy kinsman ! Thou defraud the orphan ! 
Oh let them with such slanderous tales delude 
Those to whom thou 'rt unknown ! Those who ne er 
If such there be, of thy heroic spirit, Qieard, 

Thy justice, thy beneficence, thy mercy — 
All thine unnumbered virtues ! 

Count. Dearest girl ! 

Gab. I thus deceived ? No ! Of the happy orphan 
Who to your bounty owes her life, with all 
That renders life a blessing, you ne'er harboured 
Suspicion so imkind ! 

Count. My Gabrielle, 

Forbear — ^thy words are painful — (aside.) They are 
daggers. 

Gab. Are they not true ? Upon the battle field 
Had I not perished, but for thee ? Or worse ; 
By some rude soldier or camp-follower, 
Been reared in ignorance — if not in guilt ? 

VOL. I. L 
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Count. 'T was but an act of duty, and has bion^t 
Its ample recompense. 

Gab. Oh could my life 

Indeed afford a recompense ! Were I 
A man, I might do battle in this cause. 

Count. That, dearest, were an idle recompense- 
Mine own right arm shall best assert my cause, 
Against the untried boy, my challenger. 

Gab. That boy, too — whom I as a brother loved, 
Because his life was, like mine own, thy gift — 
Who should have dreamt such baseness in Raoul? 

Count. Perchance, he 's but a blinded instrument 
Of the proud Abbot — His I judge the plot. 

Gab. Impossible that he, Raoul, who knows thee, 
Should be deluded thus. 

Count. These slanders, then. 

Affect not thee ? 

Gab. How should they ? Yet they do— 

They must, disturbing you. 

Count. Whilst yet this cloud 

Darkly o'ershadows me, would'st thou complete 
Our interrupted nuptials ? 

Gab. Oh how gladly ! 

If you desire it. 
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Count. It would soothe my pride 

And heart, both wounded by the half belief 
Of an ungrateful King — But, Gabrielle, 
If thou indulge my wish, thou must forego 
riie pomp I weened should dignify the hour 
Tliat makes thee mine. 

Gab. That promised pomp I valued 

But as to thee pertaining; and small right, 
Even did I desire, have I to ask it — 
But, in my heart, one all-engrossing wish 
Alone finds room — ^the wish to consecrate 
Th' existence by thy pity saved to thee. 
The hour that makes me thine, t;onfers on me 
The height of earthly happiness. 

Count. Sweet girl ! 

It is too much — thy love, thine innocence. 
Thine unsuspecting self-devotion, all 
O'erpower me — I deserve it not. 

Gab. Forbear ! 

Or I must think you mock the humble orphan, 
"Who in herself can give you but your own. 

Count. Thou know'st not Gabrielle, how great a 
Thou ^v'st me in thyself — [[boon 

Gab. Would it were so ! 
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Oh were our lots reversed ! Had I been bom 
The daughter of an old and noble house, 
Heuress of this proud Castle, these broad lands, 
And thou a nameless orphan, thy good sword 
And strong right arm thy sole inheritance-—— 
Then haply were my hand a boon might prove 
The simple honesty of mine affection. 

Count. How Grabrielle What meanst thou? 

Words, like these 

Mysterious, might alarm 

Gab. Is it so strange 

To wish my hand a worthier gift ? 

Count, (aside,) • So means she; 
My conscience misinterprets love's fond prattle. 
C Aloud, J Mine over grateful ward, thy hand to me 
Is all in all — and ere this hour be past, 
Shall Father Lawrence ratify in secret 
The precious gift — Thou rt silent? Thou repent'st not? 

Gab. Fain would I utter the overwhelming joy 
Such union — but strange maidenly emotions 
Shackle my faltering tongue — Read in my tears, 
My blushes, what I may not speak. 

Count. Retire, 

And in thy chamber calm this perturbation ; 
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Whilst I seek mine own Chaplain, who must now 

Supply th' Archbishop's place — Within the hour 

111 lead thee to the altar. 

Gab. Until then, 

Farewell my Guardian. \JBxit. 

Count. So 'tis well — ^her husband- 

That name shall, as a potent talisman, 
Spell-bind all menacing hostility. 

But Gabrielle and what of Gabrielle ? 

Fondly she loves me, and I marry her — 

No cruel injury methinks in that. 

Ay, but her love springs from her ignorance, 

That I have better merited her hate. 

Those frightful deeds of disappointed love, 

Of vengeance, and ambition, that have made me 

Count of Beauval— were they revealed — Tut, tut ! 

They are revealed, and by her trusting heart 

Discredited — and once united, who 

Would tell the happy wife, her worshipped Lord 

Is dyed ingrain with blood — ^to her most oacred ? 

She will, she shall be happy— and for me, ■ 

My punishment must be to hear her speak 

Such cutting words as, in o'erflowing love. 

E'en now she uttered Yes, she shall be happy. 
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Yet is 't not strange ? — Not all her blocMniiig beauty 

Excites such maddening passion in mj breast. 

As did her hangfaty mother, who disdained 

The feirent adoration of my jroath« 

Urged not her nuptial tow — No — ^but disdained 

Th' audacious boy who dreamt of riyahy 

With his exalted kinsman Twenty winteis 

Of splendid care, ceaseless anxiety, 
Since then my brow have furrowed ; yet her daugfa- 
Lavishes on me, unsolicited, [ter 

The deep affection of her virgin heart ; 



And I — prepay her with paternal kindness, 

Whilst recollection of her tnoiher, stiU 
Inflames my blood — ^Ay, and that mother lives — 
— Pshaw ! Faded, old, a maniac — and my foe ! 
Shame, shame, to dream of her who scorned, who 

hates me, 
Whilst love, youth, beauty, with large hope of wealth, 
Title, and preservation of the fame 
So arduously earned, court mine acceptance ! 
Now for the Priest, who must secure them mine. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

A Boom in the Castle. 

Seneschal, Etienne, Nurse, and other Servants. 

Nurse. Come bustle, bustle — With a kingly 
There ne'er can be enough of preparation. [guest 

Sen. Methinks in honour of a Sovereign 
Who, on a vagrant's word, from his own board 
Could banish such an one as Count Beauval, 
Enough is done. 

Ist. Ser. Save for our Lord's own honour. 

Eti. And stayed his wedding to oblige that va- 
Had he allowed the marriage ceremony [grant ! 

To be completed, I'd ne'er spared my pains, 
Or thought there could be enough magnificence. 

Nurse. The marriage ceremony — ay Sir Page, 
And thereby hangs a tale. 

Eti. a tale? What tale? 

Nurse. Oh, I 'm a babbling crone, a beldame, I ; 
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A drivelling hag— an idiot — far too old 
To know what's what. 

Eti. Thou would 'st not say Raoul— 

NuBSE. Baoul ? Who thinks of him ? A slan- 

Eti. He was thy favourite. |[derous foundling! 

Nurse. Those times are past— 

He had not then insulted our good Lord. 
My Lady €rahrielle would scorn to think 
Of such as he. 

Eti. Here 's marv'llous alteration ! 

Enter Count op Bbauval. 

Servants. The Count ! The Count ! 

Count. What make ye here together ? 

Away, t' attend upon the King. 

Sen. My Lord, 

We deemed the King entitled to small reverence 
From vassals of Beauval. 

Coui^T. That heed ye not — 

Twere our dishonour, if to Beauval Castle 
A royal guest seemed aught unwonted — Nurse, 
Remain thou here, I have to speak vdth thee — 
The rest attend the King. 

\exeyM Seneschal, Etienne, and Servants. 
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Nurse. Now, what 's the matter ? 

Methinks your pretty Countess more requires 
My ministery. 

Count. Hie thee to her chamber, 
And with thee take these trinkets — Midst the dead. 
When I discovered her, the^e ornaments 
Were on her neck and arms. 

Nurse. These splendid jewels 

Upon the foundling ? 

Count. And their value shows 

Her birth's nobility. 

Nurse. Ay, that it does ! 

Count. Say it is my request she would this day 
Wear them, and that conspicuously — ^'Tis meet 
Tlie King should see this costly evidence 
Of lofty origin, and 'mongst the courtiers 
Some one may baiply recognize the baubles — 
So might we le^um my consort's parentage. 

Nurse. I '11 tell her, and be sure my darliiig charge 
Will gladly trick her out so gallantly — r 
Heav 'n send they help her to a noble father ! 

Count, Not to a father — but a mother ?— Ay, 
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The Countess Blanche, if still she live — must be 

Indeed insane, if she remember not 

Those trinkets, ever worn — This very day, 

Ere she or th' Abbot to their accusation 

Give utterance, Grabrielle shall be acknowledged 

A daughter of Beauval — perchance, the heiress — 

And known my wife — ^Then, either soothe the mother, 

Or urge her madness, and obtain allowance 

To try my right in arms — So all is well — [apatue. 

All well ? — Will all indeed be well ? — Last night— 

^Never before has poor Coimt Eustace' death 

Disturbed me with remorse — By many duties 
Engrossed, I ve deemed that by my services, 
Virtues and alms, my crime was expiated. 
Ay, and forgotten, as on earth, in heaven. 
And e'en in hell — I hope 't no more— Last night, 
The whilst his daughter slumbered on my bosom, 
And, even in her sleep, murmured sweet words 
Of love, and happiness, and confidence— 
In me, her father's murderer, and her husband ! 
Conscience awoke — Methought my bleeding victim 
Before me threatening stood, his frantic wife. 
In all her wond'rous beauty, shrieking by him — 
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A dream — ^an idle dream — but horrible ! 

[a pause. 
Since no remorse can call him back to life, 
Is 't not the best atonement on his child, 
If I heap honours, wealth, and happiness? 

Upon his child ? — His daughter ^but Raoul — 

A posthumous child, perchance supposititious — 
The Abbot's fraud — Blanche might indeed be preg- 
nant — 

Or not And if she were, such agonies 

Her infant scarcely would survive — ^A maniac 

Is a convenient instrument for craft 

To work with— Tush ! Why think I of Raoul ? 

{jmother paiise. 

How beautiful looked Blanche amidst her frenzy! 

Enter Seneschal. 
Sen. My Lord, the Abbot 's here, with him a 

lady; 
And the King's highness bade me seek your Lordship. 
Count. Where is the Lady Gubrielle ? 
Sen. This day 

I have not seen her — doubtless in her chamber. 
Count. Say to the King on th' instant I attend. 

\jaeunt severally. 
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Scene II. 

The Hcdl in the Ctigtle. 

King Charles and his Court; enter the Count of 
Beauyal and Gabrielle, attended, 

K. Ch. Count of Beauval, we wait upon your 
leisure. 

Count. My Liege, if I delayed, 'twas but i* the 
To bring the beautiful apology [wish 

Of an offence that I must now confess. 

K. Ch. Offence ! Apology ! What mean you, 
Count ? 

Count. When yesterday your Grace was pleased, 
That on the baseless words of jealousy, pn pioof 
Or madness, I had fallen into disfavour. 
If not distrust, to banish me your presence, 
I judged the hope that you should condescend 
To grace my nuptials forfeited ; but thence 
Stronger my need of home-bom happiness-^ 
Last night by mine own chaplain we were married ; 
And, with your Highness' leave, I now present 
The Countess of Beauval. 

K. Ch. How, Sir Guibert ? 
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Married, whilst labouring underneath a cloud, 
How thin soever, of suspicion ? Married ? 
And you, fair Dame, were you content to risk 
Bearing the title of a murderer s wife 
In lieu of Countess, rather than delay 
Some few brief hours, until the hateful charge 
"Were sifted ? 

Gab. I, my Liege, can see no cloud 

ershadowing the name of Sir Ghiibert, 
Nor wish I other title than his wife. 

If mine the power to soothe by tenderness, 
By confidence, his bitter sense of wrong, 

1 *m prouder than if empress of the world. 

K. Ch. Count, we could envy you a love so true. 
So self-devoting ; nay, e'en th' accusation 
You feel so bitterly, that proved its truth. 
Nor dare we censure haste to reap such love. 
Though it has robbed us of a promised pleasure. 
The offering this delicate hand in guerdon 
Of your approaching triumph — For, brave Count, 
With weak credulity so wrathf uUy 
Taunt us not — Of your honour s spotlessness 
We 're well assured, and even therefore bound 
To satisfy the petulant accuser 
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Of our impartial justice — For the sake 
Of your fair Countess, of ourself, of France, 
Sorely that needs her champion, we '11 now speed 
To end th' affair — Let the complainants know 
That we await them. 

Enter the Abbot, Countess op Beauval, 

and Raoul. 

Abbot of St. Martin's, 
What seek you of the King ? 

Abbot. Justice, my Liege. 

Justice upon a murderer, and redress 
Of wrongs for th' injured. 

K. Ch. Speak your accusation 

{the Countess attempts to rush forward; thi 
Abbot holds her back. 
Abbot. Be still, my daughter, calm this pertur- 
And let me speak — Qbation, 

Raoul. My mother, look upon her — 

Then, if thou can 'st, condemn my love. 

Countess. My son, 

I blame but if thou love Sir Guibert's daughter — 
She's beautiful — and not unlike my Lord. 

Count, (aside,) It is herself — But, gracious 
God, how changed ! 
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How faded every charm ! — And I the cause ! 
Abbot. My Liege, this Sir Guibert, iisurpingly 

Count of Beauval, murdered his predecessor 

K. Ch. An accusation so improbable 
Asks proof, Lord Abbot. 

Countess. Proof ! Almighty powers ! 

That proof the murderer himself has furnished. 
K. Ch, What mean you, Lady ? 
Abbot. Daughter, recollect 

Thy promise of forbearance. 

Count, (aside.) 'Tis the bracelet 

Her eyes glare on it. 

Gab. (to the Count,) Wherefore should the Lady 
So fixedly gaze at me ? 

Count. Her son loves thee. 

Countess. Th 'assassin with the plunder of 
Beauval 
Has decked his foundling bride — That bracelets 
mine? 
K. Ch. After a lapse of twenty sorrowing years, 
Can you a trinket with such accuracy 
Remember? 

Countess. Certainly, that bracelet ; and 
As I do think, those other ornaments — 
The bracelet clasp contains my husband's hair. 
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And, on a golden scroll, a diamond B. 

K. Ch. Fair Countess, may I see youi bmodet ? 

Gab. (ffimng it) Justly 
The Lady has described it. 

Count. And I scarce 

Can master mine astonishment ! 

K. Ch. How long 

Has it been your's ? 

Gab. This morning 

Count. Give me leave, 

I best may tell what is by thee forgotten. 
When on the battle field, amidst the dying. 
The dead, I found mine infant Gabrielle, 
That bracelet, and those other ornaments 
She this day wears, loaded her tiny form. 

K. Ch. Wonderful! 

Countess. Should my daughter have been spared! 

Gab. Is 't possible ? A daughter of Beauval ! 

Raoul. My sister ? No, no, no ! 

Abbot. More probably 

Child of a ruffian, as whose share o' the plunder 
Those jewels were assigned. 

K. Ch. Why were these jewel* 

So long concealed ? 
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Ck)Uirr. Concealed, my Liege ? I know 

Of no concealment — ^As the only means 
By which my ward could entertain a hope 
Ever to find her parents, I preserved 
Those jewels carefully ; and now, when first, 

Save yesterday, when I in truth forgot them, — 

She meets the admiring gaze of other eyes 

Than mine own vassals', I with them have decked 

her 
In the fiaint hope that 'mongst your courtiers some 
Might recognise them — Little though I guessed 
This marvllous recognition. 

K. Ch. Sir Guibert 
Believes her then a daughter of Beauval ? 

Count. Methinks a ruffian rather would have 
turned 
Such jewels to his use, than with them dressed 
His in&nt. But why argue ? Look upon her ! 
A ruffian's daughter she ? None can believe it. 

Raoul. No, none! But she's no daughter of 
Beauval! 

K. Ch. The question's difficult, and most im- 
portant. 

VOL. I. H 
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The fbnndling boasts well nigh ihe noblest blood 
In France, or must confess the most degraded. 

Gab. Oh should my birth disgrace thee ! 

K. Ch. Ere we mge 

Th' inquiry further, let us ascertain 
Who our chief witness and accuser is. 
You, Sir Guibert, as kinsman of Count Eustaoe^ 
Must well have known his Countess-— Yon, I ask ; 
Is this the Lady ? 

Count. True, I knew the Countess ; 

But 't was not much — ^my sword was then my for* 

tune. 
And less in kinsmen's castles than in camps 
I dwelt — ^The Countess Blanche whom I remember 
Was beautiful, was passing beautiful — 
This Lady may be she — and I were grieved 
Should mine imperfect recollection wrong her ; 
But had I met her unawares, I own 
The thought had never crossed my fancy. 

Abbot. NoI 

It had been too unwelcome. — I, my liege. 
Who twenty years ago received the Countess^ 
A fugitive, and since have daily seen her, 
I can aver that this is she. 
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K. Ch« Affliction, 

And lapse of years are foes to beauty. 

Count. True ; 

And though a change, greater than lapse of years 
Explains, might justify mistrust, I will not 
Dispute the Abbot's word, but readily 
Acknowledge as the Countess of Beauval, 
This hi^less Lady — And her countenance. 
Longer as I peruse, methinks I trace 
Something of Lady Blanche's wondrous beauty. 

Countess. Marvel'st thou if the agonies that 
Have faded me ? [[crazed 

Count. Alas poor Lady, no ! 

K. Ch. As Countess of Beauval, we ask you. 
Claim you these jewels as your own ? C^ady, 

Countess. I do. 

Count. 'TIS possible a ruffian might, in pity — 
Or rather, as the tool of future schemes — 
Have spared an infant and preserved those jewels 
As means t' insure her recognition, thence 
His pity's ^erdon. 

K. Ch* Possible — ^not proved. 

Countess. I want no proof — The more I gaze 
upon her, 
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The more my bosom yearns to clasp her — She 
Reflects her fathei^s image. 

K. Ch. Bore your daughter 

No mark by which she might be xecogmsed? 

Countess* No mark ? Oh, yes ! A rose upon her 
shoulde r 

Count. Remove that scarf, my dear one — ^Lady 
Did it resemble this ? [Blanche, 

Countess. 'Tis she ! Tis she ! 
My Daughter! Heavens! My long lamented 
daughter! 

Oab. My Mother! And do I, the orphanjchild, 
Embrace a mother ? Feel a mother's clasp. 

Countess. A son, a daughter ! Oh how rich am I! 

Raoul. No, no, my mother ! Rashly credulous 
Art thou — Nought 's ascertained — My sister? No ! 

Gab. Raoul my brother ? Sure unconsciously 
I 've known it — From the very day we met, 
I 've loved him sisterly, and nature's voice 
'Twas, that for more impassioned feelings, he. 
Mistook — Reject me not, Raoul, dear brother ! 

Raoul. Reject thee ? Thou rt mine idol ! For a 
Too dearly loved. [sister 

Abbot. Forbear, my son, incur not 



THE JUDICIAL COMBAT. 181 

Suspicion of such avarice as should gradge 
A sister's portion. 

Raoul. Father Abbot ! Grudge ! 
Grudge aught to Gabrielle ? My life, my soul, 
Are her s, but not a sister s name. 

Abbot. My son. 

Learn thou to govern thine unruly passions ; 
Acknowledge as thy sister whom thy mother 
Proclaims her child, and bid that sister join 
Her kindred voice with yours, to call for justice 
Upon her father s murderer. 

CovNTESs. Ay, my child, 

Tis the sole duty left us all — With me 
Kneel, daughter, and uplift thy cry for vengeance ! 
(Kneeling to the King. J Vengeance for my loved, 

murdered Lord, thy fother. 
Justice upon his murderer ! 

Gab. Justice ? Vengeance ? 

Long since they are fulfilled, by the strong arm 
Of my most honoured guardian, most dear husband. 

Countess & Baoul (together,) Husband ! 

Gab. I am the proud, the happy wife 

Of Count Guibert. 

Countess. Thy father s murderer ! 
Tis madness but to think it ! 



182 THE JUDiaAL COMBAT. 

Gab. Mother mine, 

Tis madness or to speak or to imagine 
So foul a charge, and so impossible ! 

Count. Ay, Gabrielle, impossible as fonL 

Countess. As foul as true ! 

Count. My liege, 'tis evident 

That this unhappy lady's woes have vnreck'd 
Her reason ; and belike the good Monks thought 
T' allay her frenzy by the soothing dream 
She still v^as mother to a living child, 
In young Raoul. 

K. Ch. That is scarce probable ; t 

Yet more so, than that Sir Guibert ^ould be 
A base dissembling murderer. 

Abbot. My Liege, 

'Tis not denied that this poor lady's woes 
Made wreck of reason — Ever from the birth 
Of Count Raoul, has she been lunatic 
Till now — but reason s light as yet was her's, 
When at the Abbey gate, vdth grief and horror 
Exhausted quite, and fainting, as she sank, 
I found her. 

Count. I contend not with the church — 
Doubtless she was not raving then ; nathless, 
The strange delusion, that vriih kindred forms 
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Th' assassins masked, might then have seized her 
Seized on it, even as she woke to horrors. [Ibrain ; 

K. Ch. That seems most likely. 

Countess. ( again faUirig at the Kin^s feet,) Jus- 
tice ! Justice ! Justice ! 

IC. Ch. It shall be your's ! Arise. 

Countess. I trust thee not-^ 

Dost thou, O King, from whom alone on earth 
I may hope justice or revenge, dost thou 
Join with mine enemy ? Dost thou believe 
His perj'ries ? His, who slew my Lord, my babes ? 
I tell jthee, Kong, I woke from placid sleep 
To see my husband bleeding, and that ma^ 
His kinsman, Sir Guibert, \as murderer. 
With brandished dagger dropping blood, beside him. 
I saw it, with these eyes I saw it ; mad 
I was not, and I am not, whilst aloud 
I charge unnatural murder on Guibert — 
His brutal vengeance for that I disdained 
His love. 

K. Ch. Be calm, nor doubt you shall have jus* 
tice. 

Countess. How should the friendless widow and 
her child 
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Hope justice 'gainst a foe deemed by his King 
The champion of his country and his own ? 
Yet 'tis to do such justice thou art King ; 
And if thou do it not, where, upon earth, 
Shall I appeal ? 

Baoul. To God's own judgment ! Mother, 
Ask but the lists for me, and rest assured 
That thy son's arm shall, with resistless might. 
Assert thy cause and his. 

Countess. Alas ! my son. 

Thou 'rt young, thine arm is feeble and untried — 
'Tis not for thee in battle to confront 
A warrior bold and powerful as he's guilty — 
The King must do us justice. 

Gab. Mine own brother. 

Cast not away thy youthful life, presuming 
To match th' unequalled, the inyincible ! 
Stain not my husband with my brother's blood. 

Baoul. Call me not brother — Tis a hateful 
That I acknowledge not ! Qname, 

Gab. a name to me 

So sweet, if thou reject, defile thee not 
With base ingratitude to thy benefactor ! 
Insanity's wild dream s 
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Countess. Unnatural daughter ! 

Can impious love, itself a parricide, 
Thus canker thy young heart, that to the voice 
Of thine own blood thou art insensible ? 
Wilt hang, in sinful passion, on the neck 
Of the assassin ? Clasp the murderers hand 
Ekicrimsoned in thy father's veins ? Oh, Grod ! 
My cujse upon thy crime is nothing ! nothing ! 
Even the senseless and decaying corse 
Will buiist the cerements of the grave, to scare 
rhe murderer, and snatch his guilty child 
From her detested bridal bed ! That bed 
En which thy traitor husband stabbed thy father ! 
Thy sleeping father, whom awake he feared ! 

Gab. Alas poor mother! What a cruel frenzy! 

Count. My Liege, thus long have I stood si- 
Waiting your sovereign interposition — Qently, 
Aji4 vaiijy waiting ! Now, 'tis mine to ask 
Wliether the ravings of insanity 
[)an weigh 'gainst character, tried and approved ? 
Save I my country served, in battle field, 
N'ot unsuccessfully, 'gainst foreign foes. 
At council board against intriguing factions ; 
Have I, amidst a happy vassalage. 



186 THE JUDICUL COMBAT. 

Peace and prosperity diffused, and now 
Shall the wild words of jealous disappointment, 
Or of an agony-enfrenzied brain, 
Bring on me such suspicion ? 

\murmur% amongst the Coubtiebs, mixd 
with exclamattom. 

1st CouBTiEB. Twere unjust! 

2nd CouBTiEB. Count Beauval's wronged ! 

3rd CouBTiEB. Our gallant champion 'a stainless 1 

K. Oh. What says the Lord High Constable? 

Constable. I may not 

Mistrust the excellence I long have known. 

K. Ch. And Agnes, beauty^s lady ? 

Agnes. Venerates 

Her country's hero — Holds him good as brave, 

DuNOis. My liege, 'twere treason against chi- 
To doubt the honour of the Count Beauval. []vaby 

K. Ch. You hear how little in the world's esteem, 
Such charges. Count, can harm your reputation. 

Abbot. I give the sanction of the church to charges 
By jaundiced prejudice so lightly scorned. 

Count. Mine enemy, though why, I dare not 
guess. 
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Archbishop, A sanction, reverend brother, that 
You hold the lady sane. Qbut proves 

Count. My Liege, once more 

I wave my privilege of nobility. 
Requiring not from mine antagonist 
One proof of equal birth, I but demand 
Duly appointed lists, in which to try. 
Rather to prove, the justice of my cause. 

Raoul. I too demand the lists. 

K. Ch. Although the trial 

Seem most unequal, we may scarce deny 
Your joint request. 

Many rmces. Ay, Ay ! The battle trial ! 

Constable. Let Count Beauval's right arm 
maintain his truth ! 

Gab. Alas 1 my brother ! for thy forfeit life ! 

Count. For him thy care ? 

Gab. For him, already lost— 

Thou would'st disdain me could I fear for thee. 

K. Ch. Be it as ye desire. We grant the lists, 
And will prolong our sojourn at Beauval, 
To witness, with all due solemnity. 
The battle trial's issue. 
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Count. Thanks, my Liege. 

Countess. Almighty powers ! The batUe tnal'fl 
issue? 
Doubt you that issue ? and is this yonr justice ? 
Ye match a boy, not ripened into man 
Or manly vigour, 'gainst your stoutest knight ! 
Ye bid the tender novice with his arm. 
And prowess, not with facts established, prove 
His title to his fathei^s heritage ! 
Ye doom the orphan to unfailing death. 
And call it justice ! Shame upon you ! Shame ! 

Abbot. Daughter, forbear ! Distrust not Frori- 
That ever combats on the virtuous side. [^dence, 

Thy stripling son shall conquer ! 

Countess. Father Abbot, 

Thou taught'st me this mistrust — Didst thou not urge 
A stripling's inability to cope 
With the detested murderer, as the cause 
Of thy long silence ? 

Abbot. To have sought such combat 

I had deemed tempting heaven — Now, unsought 
By us, as though by Grod's especial will, 
It is decreed ; and with full confidence 
I bid thee in heaven s justice trust. 
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Gab. Poor brother ! 

Us rash credulity has sealed his doom. 

Countess. All join to madden me ! The Holy 
First bids me dread the battle trial, then |[ Abbot 
To trust in its success — My son provokes it — 
Th' abhorred assassin of my murdered Lord, 
Triumphant in the stolen esteem of men, 
Before me stands insultingly, defies 
My feeble cry for vengeance, by lewd spells 
Of sorcerer 8 art, seduces mine own child, 
The daughter of his victim, to renounce 
For him all filial ties! And even she. 
The parricide, mourns, (is irrevocable. 
Her brothei^s destiny! My murdered husband, 
Arise ! Arise ! Support thy once loved wife, 
Thy wretched widow, midst these thronging horrors! 

Baoul. Calm thee, dear mother ! 

Gab. Mother ! dearest mother ! 

Oh wouldst thou let me tend, with filial love, 
Thy feebleness, and soothe thy tottering reason ! 

Abbot. Daughter, forbear these clamorous la- 
As unavailing as they 're impious : [[ments, 

K. Ch. Lady, 
We Ve granted your request — What would you 
more? 
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Countess. I would have jnstke— Sife aod nd- 
den justice — 
Not my son s life sacrificed like his fiiihe/s. 

Archbishop. Lady, would yon, from the «wiid 
Appeal to man's ? [of God, 

Countess, To facts would I appeal. 
To facts established, known — ^Th' award of troth 

Most be God's own ^Tis no appeal to God 

To fling my son beneath that bad man's swoid. 

Abbot. Silence, my daughter, silence — Such wild 
words 
Can but confirm suspicion of thy madness; 

K. Ch. Our leisure cannot upon frenzy^s raTuigs 
Bo further wasted — Our decree is spoken. 
Quickly and duly be the lists prepared ; — 
!So shall to-morrow's sun see the decision 
Of this strange question ; show a Count BeauTal 
Of undisputed right — ^We until then, 
Shall hero prolong our residence. 

Count. Meanwhile, 

My liege, a paltry banquet waits your pleasure ; 
And afterwards, my hawks — 

K. Ch. 'Tis well, my Lord. 

Your hand, my pretty hostess, and I pray you 
Let me commend the gentle lady Agnes, 
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Whose good opinion much befinends your Lord, 
To your best kindness. 

Gab. I am highly honoured* 

K. Ch. Lord Abbot, we would counsel you to 
watch 
Most heedfully, that care-worn dame, and mark 
How far her reason holds its mastery. 
If sane, she must attend the trial combat. 

Abbot. I shall obey. 

Gab. Oh brother, yet be warned ! 

Raoul. Impossible! E'en could I own that 
name. [exeunt severally . 



END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT V. 

Scene I. 

A Chamber in the Coitle. 

The Count of Beauyal, Gabbielle, Seneschal, 

and Etienne. 

Count. The lists, the Judges' seats, the Boyal 
Are all prepared ? [[galleiy, 

Sen. They are. 

Count. Good Seneschal, 

Beware nor error, nor deficiency, 
Disgrace the ancient lineage of Beauval. 

Senes. Mistrust not, I entreat you, good my Lord, 
My zeal or mine experience. 

Count. I do not ; 

But ask, perforce, unwonted diligence. 

\jxit Seneschal. 
Etienne ! 

Eti. My Lord. 
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Count. See thou that eveiy clasp, 

Buckle, and point he finn ; my spear well chosen, 
Armour and arms all perfect. 

Eti. Trust my care ! 

No negligence of mine shall yield a chance 
To your fond adversary,' who has looked 
His last upon the cheerly rising sun. \jxk. 

Gab. Dear, dear my Lord ! 

Count. What would my Ghibrielle ? 

Gab. Alas ! I scarcely know hut my poor 

Fain I'd implore you, were it possihle, [Tirother — 

To spare in mercy his young life, nor stain 

This hand, this honour'd hand, with kindred hlood ! 

Count, (aside.) How deep the unmeant wound ! 
CalaudJ With kindred hlood ? 
Canst thou, my wife, helieve the slanderous tale 
Of yonder scheming Ahhot ? 

Gab. Those vile slanders ? 

You do not, cannot ask — But I helieve 
My hapless mother may have home a child, 
And my heart whispers me, that child 's Baoul. 

Count. Thy soft heart, yearning after kindred 
Grasps an illusion, and deceptively [[ties. 

Tortures thee — Be assured thou hast no brother, 

VOL. I. N 
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Thy wretched mother's firenzy ministers 

To the ambitious Abbot ample scope 

To forge a tale of guilt, of late-bom son — 

Thus, claiming these broad lands for a fedse heir, 

Who, as his puppet, must obey his nod. 

He thinks to gain large portions for his Abbey. 

Gab. I may not think Baoul so base. 

Count. Baoul, 

Like thy poor mother, may be first decmved. 

Gab. It may be so B ut should the tale be 
Think of mine agony were this loved hand, [tme— 
To which I owe mine all of happiness, 
Encrimsoned with a brother's blood, and spare. 
If it be possible, spare his young life ! 

Count. Yielding me to his blows ? 

Gab. Oh no, no, no! 

Count. And dearer far than life, my character 
To th' Abbot's slanders ? 

Gab. The bare thought is death ! 

May he not, vanquished, live? 

Count. ^ A victim doomed 

To th' scaffold. 

Gab. Better so, than slain by thee ! |[tion; 

Count. Then let this promise calm thine agita- 



THB JUDICIAL COMBAT. 195 

Amidst the battle's rage I'll bear in mind 

The prayer of Gbbrielle although it irks me 

That mine own wife mistrusts my word. 

Gab. Thy word ? 

It is to me the oracle of Heaven 

But at the merest possibility 
Of fratricide I shudder. 

Count. Tliere is none — 

Not the remotest — Join thou now the Court, 
And play the noble hostesSr 

Gab. Join the Court ? 

r the heaHng sweetness of the morning's breath 
May I not bathe my fevered brow ? At least 
Some moments ? 

Count. Be 't some moments — but forget not 

Thine absence may be misinterpreted 
Into misgivings of my cause's justice, 
Doubts of th' event 

Gab. Oh never! never ! None 

Can dream I tremble, save for poor Raoul — 
But 1 11 not loiter ; give me some few minutes, 
And with unruffled mien 1 11 play the hostess, [exit. 

Count, At possibility of ifratricide 
She shudders, and it is her father s blood 
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That stains the heart on which she fondl7 lests! 
Poor Ghibrielle ! — Never mayst thou believe 

Raoul thy brother He must die — ^must follow 

His sire and infant brother — It must be ! 

The heir, whose, claims defeat thine own, like mine, 

Cannot be spared Cannot ^Then, Blandies 

frenzy, 
Heightened by her son's death, shall stamp with 
The Abbot's story, and confirm my rights — {fsxoi 
Frightful necessity ! But inevitable — 
And as inevitable must be borne, 

Be acted, with man's fortitude ^Guibert, 

Steel thee to thy dread task ! This further crime, 
Thy last, commit, to guard thee 'gainst detection ! 
All now believe thee guiltless — Clear thy brow. 
And ere thou arm, to strengthen that belief 
Exhibit to the eyes of King and Court 
The calm serenity of innocence. ][exit. 

SCENE II. 

The Garden. 

Enter Gabbielle. 

Tis weak, 'tis wicked ! What, distrust his judgment ? 

My guardian s, my dear husband's ? Shame upon me ! 
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Tis as he says My yearning for the ties 

Of kin deludes me — when t' have found a mother 
Should satisfy the longings of my heart 
Raoul is not my brother — if he were, 
Nature's sweet voice had quelled his guilty love, 
Filling him with fraternal tenderness. 
My doubts are now resolved, my fears allayed. 
And I am cal m L et me obey my lord — 
And proudly confident of certain triumph, 
For hun, ever invincible, and now 
Yet more invincible 'gainst slander fighting ! 
Present me to the Court as hostess should. 
Countess of Beauval rusJies in. 

Countess. My child, my child ! Vainly would 
they confine me ! 
I 've broken from the prison where the Abbot, 
Where mine own son would hold me— I am free ! 
And fly to snatch my daughter from the guilt 
Of her atrocious, her unnatural marriage. 

Gab. Oh mother, do not rack me with such words ! 
Suffer the stream of filial tenderness, 
LfOng pent within my heart, t* o'erflow unchecked — 
Thou canst not guess to me, the unknown orphan. 
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How sweet, how exquisite to love a mother — 
Oh let me love thee ! Poison not my joy 
With slanderous suspicions ! 

Countess. "With mistrost 

Unfilial, obstinate^ kill me not thou ! 
Suspicion ? No ! The very truth — ^the deed 
That blasted these sad eyes, that shook my reason ! 

Gab. Too sure, sweet mother^ the tremendous 
Enfrenzied thine awakening faculties, ' [[shock 

And thou confound'st th' avenger with th' assasdn. 

Countess. I was not frantic — well I knew Gui- 
He, who professed for this poor faded form [T)eii— 
A lawless passion, and by murder sought, 
Perchance, as much the wretched widow's hand, 
As my slain husband's title and domains. 

Gab. What ! He ! The generous, the munificent, 
Murder a kinsman to purloin his wealth \ 
He, whom Court beauties have reviled as cold, 
To woman's charms insensible ! He seek 
With lawless passion to corrupt a matron, 
His kinsman's veife, and with dishonour blot 
His own unsullied name ! He, my kind Lord ! 
And is not this distraction? 
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Countess. It is thou. 

Daughter, art mad^ not I. By guilty passion 
Art thou enfrenzied — But I do adjure thee, 
As thou dost prise my blessing, as my curse 
Thou dread'st, forsake thy father's murderer ! 

Gab. Mother, with thine own frenzy thou It in- 
fect me — 
But mine indignant agony FU curb, 
And reason with thee — Say, is 't possible 
A parent, of whose form, cares, tenderness, 
I have no recollection, may command 
My perfect trust in preference to him, 
Mipe all on earth ? In helpless infancy 
My t^ider guardian, th' idol my youth worshipped, 
My husband, with a wife's devotion loved? 

Countess. With magic spells and philters he has 
witched 
Her senses ! Oh ! 'tis bitterer agony 
Than all. I yet have suffered, to behold 
My daughter love her fskther s murderer ! 

Gab. Philters ? Do I not know his excellence ? 
I, who beneath his eye to womanhood 
Have grown, learning all goodness from his lessons ? 
Hope not by calumny to injure Atm, 
The splendour of whose virtues France adores, 
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With scarcely less impassioned gratitude 
Than Gabrielle ! 

Countess. Seek'st thou to madden me ? 
My daughter, long lamented, late regained, 
On her sad mother charges calumny 
And falsehood ! 'Tis too much ! My brain's on fire ! 

Gab. Alas ! Alas ! My poor delirious moiher, 
Have my rash words enhanced thy malady ? 
Oh, pardon me ! And with such watchful care 
I'll tend thee, soothe thy sorrows, with such love 
Will I infold and guard thee from th' intrusion 
Of painful recollections, that although 
Thou ne'er may st leave to weep my fiithei^s fiite^ 
Yet shalt thou mourn him with less bitterness; 
And, to thy reason's perfect use restored. 
Amidst thy tears shalt bless thy daughter's husband, 
As his avenger. 

Countess. Utter not the word ! 

\mzes Oabbiellk. 
This instant follow me, forsake the murderer, 
Or be thou, like himself, accursed ! 

Gab. My mother. 

Forbear ! forbear ! have mercy on thy child ! 
Have mercy on thyself! Oh, let me love thee ! 
Enter Baoul hcutil^. 
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Countess. Thou love me? Parricide! Away! 
^o child of mine art thou ! f Away ! 

Raoul. Mother, dear mother ! 

Wherefore thus violent with Gabrielle ? 

Countess. The wanton of her father's murderer ! 

Gab. Mother, wiongnot thy child, wrongnotthewif» 
Of him whom France proclaims her worthiest son ! 

Countess. Th' unnatural, unlawful ceremony 
Is imavailing ; thou 'rt his harlot : hi s 
More hateful for the base dissimulation 
That cheats his country ! 

Raoul. She is not thy child. 

My mother, nor my sister — and though deep 
My grie f Oh ! whose such agony as mine ? 
That she should love, should wed the murderer 
Of my brave father, nor unnatural 
Her love, nor yet unlawful is her marriage. 

Gab. I thank thee, good Baoul, and do believe 
We're not of kin. 

Countess. My children leagued against me ! 
Must I curse both ? And, save my husband's tomb, 
Have I nought left on earth ? 

Gab. Oh, calm thee, calm thee ! 

Raoul. No league is there against thee — ^Thy sad 
Resigning every more impassioned hope, [son, 



202 THE JUDICIAL COMBAT.' 

Lives but for thee and vengeance. 

Gab. Wliilst thy dau^ter, 

Even amidst her bridal happiness, 
Implores thee to accept her love, her tendance, 

Woidd sacrifice for thee, all save her lord. 

I* Countess. All, sa^e the murderer 1 Shamdess 
Parricide ! I repeat it — ^'tis thy title ! [jpaniddel 
The proffered love of Guibert's concubine 
Is insult to thy father's memory 
As to thy widowed mother^s anguish. 

Enter Abbot hastily. 

Abbot. Daughter, 

Why hast thou disobeyed my strict command? 
Why, half-enfrenzied, thus sought out thy foes, 
T invalidate thy testimony ? Vainly 
Have mine old limbs laboured to overtake thee. 

Countess. Think 'st thou a mother could, at thy 
Abandon her deluded child to sin, f command, 

Nor struggle to reclaim her ? To reclaim 
My guilty daughter, I defied my foes. 

Abbot. Hast thou succeeded? fapatue.J Speak! 

Countess. 'Tis agony 

To answer. 

Abbot. Failure was the punishment 
Due to thy disobedience. 
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Raoul. Pardon her, 

My father, she in kindness came. 

Gab. In kindness, 

Bat erring judgment — My connubial love 
For matchless excellence, is not a crime 
From which to be reclaimed^ 

CouNTpss, You hear 't yourself ! 

Father, my children league against me, rack me 1 
For her false, treacherous, murderous paramour. 
My daughter tramples on her father s dust ; 
My son, enslaved by an incestuous passion. 
Questions my truth, and justifies her crimes ! 
Unnatural children ! Was 't for this I bore 
A mother s throes ? Filial ingratitude 
Of crimes most horrible ! — My brain is whirling — 
My senses reel ! 

Abbot. Her frenzy is returning. 

Enter the Count op Bbauval. 

Count. Where art thou loitering, Gabrielle ? The 
King . 
Remarks thine absence, and the courtiers sneer. 

Gab. My hapless, frantic mother has detained me 

Countess. 'Tishe! 'Tis he! Again th' a>ssafisin 
comes ! 
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He comes to murder my yet living children, 
To triumph in my daughter's infiimy ! 

Count. How comes she here ? What dost thim 

with my foes ? 
Countess, (grasping Gabriblle.^ Thon shah 
not have her^Fiend ! However guilty, 
She 's still my daughter, and I sleep not now ! 
The tigress mother battles for her young ! 

Gab. Horrible ! mother ! Wring not thus my 

heart! 
Raoul. Restrain this frenzy, mother— ESie's his 

wife. 
Count. Who waits there? Ho! Seneschal! 
Pages! Servants! 
f Seneschal, Etibnne, and AttendanU rtuk in. 
Release the Countess from that maniac's grasp. 
Countess. Ye shall not rend her from me ! Mon- 
sters, off! 
Traitor ! Assassin ! Dare not touch my child ! 

Count. Calm thee, thou most unhappy one, nor 
That I could harm my wife. [dream 

Countess. Thy wife ? Thy harlot 

Count. My lawful wife i' the eyes of God and 
man; 
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^Vho must attend her royal guest — Then suffe r 

^(xttemptin^ to dismgage Gabrielle. 

Countess. Off! Demon ! Off! She's mine! Mine 
only! 

Count. I 

(turning away.) I cannot touch her! Deal ye 

gently with her, 
But loose her hold upon your lady. 

Gab. Mother ! 

Raoul. Unhand her, Sirs! Ill disengage the 
Countess. 

Countess. Ever thou join'st against me ! 

Baoul. Oh, be calm ! 

[[Gabrielle u disengaged from the Countess, 

Count. Go, Gabrielle, straight join the King, ex- 
The cause of thy delay — and guide his Grace Q)lain 
To his appointed station. 

Gab. To the lists ? 
Meet we no more till 

Count. Till we meet in triumph. 

Gab. Remember ! — And my mother ? 

Count. Fear thou not. 

All shall be cared for — Haste. 

Gab. I have no fear — 

Wert thou not first of heroes, thy just cause < 
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Insures thy triumph — and in love for me 
Thou'lt spare thy poor deluded adversary. 

[exityfoUotoed by part of the AttendnH- 

Countess, (gtruggling in her sovCs amu,) Te 
burst my heart strings ! Ye tear oat my 
soul! 
Thou shalt not hold me ! I will follow her ! [her. 

Count. Oh rave not thus ! Thou may^st not follow 
She, as the Countess of Beauval, his hostess. 
Must wait upon the Eong — Thou and the Abbot 
Must take th' accusei^s station, but from thence 
Thou wilt behold her in the ro3ral gallery. 

Countess. 'Tis false I Thoult murder her, e en 
• like her father 1 

Count, I pray you take her hence — Her frantic 
Distracts both mine antagonist and me, Q>assion 
When we need self-possession. 

Abbot. Silence, daughter ! 

Obey me, and restrain this violence, 
That, by its wild distemperature, gives 
The colouring of frenzy to plain truth. 

Count. To the accuser's seat conduct the Abbot 
And Lady Blanche. 

Abbot. The Countess is unfit 

Count. As mine accuser she must needs attend. 



. THE JUDICIAL COMBAT. 207 

Countess. Com'st thou not with me to protect 
thy sister ? [to Raoul. 

Baoul. I, in the lists, do battle in thy cause : 
Thyself and Oabrielle shall view the combat. 

Ck)UNTE8Si Thou battle with Guibert ? Thou too 
wiltfaU! 
Son, daughter, husband—^ alike his prey ! 

Abbot. Hush! Hush! my daughter! As thy 
cause \a just, 
My son, heav'n's blessing sits upon thy sword. 

[exeunt Abbot, Countess, and Attendants* 
Count. Seneschal, to his post conduct.the youth. 

[exeunt Baoul and Seneschal. 
'Tis terrible to see her thus ! To know 
'Twas I from that wan, faded cheek who stole 
Its roseate smoothness — ^from those dull, glazed eyes 
Their laughing brilliancy : who overthrew 
Her reason, made her this poor breathing ghost ! 
And now her son ! — Oh durst I yet forbear ! 
Too late ! Too late ! Impossible ! Whilst yet 
My hand was innocent of kindred blood, 
I should have thought on such results, and paused — 
Now all 's at stake — I may not baulk my fortune — 
On, on I must ! Bemove this heir — redeem 
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My threatened reputation, and secure, 

Or as mine own or Ghibrielle's, BeauvaL [^nt* 

SCENE m. 

The Tilting Yard of the Ccutle prepared for ikb 

Judicial Combat. 

Enter King, Gabbielle and Court, Abbot ad 

Countess of Beauyal, and take their retpeetm 

stations^ Constable and Dunois, as Judgee of Ik 

liits. Servants &c. 

Gab. a boon, a boon, I do beseech your High- 

K. Ch. What is 't? [ncss! 

Gab. That when my husband's victoiy 

Is manifest, your Grace would interfere 
To save the life of his, as I believe. 
Deluded adversary. 

K. Ch. In th' accuser 

Take you such interest. Lady ? 

Gab. Possible 

It is, my liege, that he may be my brother. 

K. Ch. Count of Beauval, if that he be your 
brother 

Gab. Be 't proved, and willingly my noble lord 
Will yield him land and title — ^'Tis the charge, 
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The horrid charge, fruit of my mothei^s frenzy, 
He battles to refrite. 

Countess. My child, my child ! 

Abbot. Be pacified ; see, by the King she sits. 

CouiTTESS. I see her! And beside the King me- 
lee's safe. Qhinks 

K. Ch. Now call the combatants before us. 
That each attest by oath his cause's justice. 
His arms and aimou/s lawfulness. 

Her. Eaoul, 

Thou claimant of the County of Beauval, 
Approach, and swear that thy bold claim is just. 
Thy charge against thine adversary true. 
And that thou bear^st nor charm, nor amulet, 
Against the faith of chivalry. 

Enter Raoul attended. 

Raoul. I swear ! 

So help me God, as lawful is my claim, 
As truly I accuse Guibert of murder, 
And as I bear nor charm, nor amulet. 

Her. Bold Sir Gtubert, long held Count of 
Beauval, 
Approach, and swear that rightfully the title 
Is thine, that falsely thou art charged with murder, 

VOL. I. o 
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And that thou bear'st nor chann, nor amulet, 
Agamst the faith of chivalry. 

JSnter Count of Bbautal attended. 
Count. I swear! 

(aside.) Oh how her sight revives the dreadM scene 1 
I must not look that way=^! (alatid.) So help me 
As, or hy birth or marriage, rightfully |[God, 

Count of Beauval I am, with kindred blood 
Unspotted, foully, falsely charged with murder. 
And as I bear nor charm, nor amulet ! 
Gab. Most needless oath ! 
Countess. Assassin, thon 'rt foiswonl 

And now the Devil, whom thou serv'st, rejoicmg 
Has heard thy peijury, and claims his prey ! 
Count, (aside,) Her words, her voice, her eye 

palsy my soul. 
K. Ch. Now, champions, mount, and God assist 
the right ! 
[exeunt Count op Beauval and Raoul, attended. 

Flourish of Trumpets, 
DuNois. Poor boy ! 'Tis pity for the challenger. 

Constable. His own presumption On his 

head his fate ! 
Eti. Now this young cockerel, by my Lord's in- 
Puffed up, shall be taught humbleness. Indulgence 
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Sex. My Lord 

Demeans himself, methinks, t' encounter him. 

Nurse. Still 'tis a proper youth — I 'm sorry for 

A. slanderer and audacious though he he. Qiim, 

Gab. He mounts, his spear is couched; — his 

[le urges on Alas for poor Raoul ! [^fierce career 

Countess. Eustace, my Lord, arise ! From thine 
assassin 
3efend thy son, ere, like thyself, he 's slain ! 
Abbot. Daughter, distrust not Heaven. 
Gab. Merciful Powers ! 

Mis charger falls ^my Lord 

Countess. My child is lost ! 

K. Ch. Lady, he calm — Both champions are 
imhorsed. 
And heaven's decree as yet unspoken — Mark ! 
Gab. He springs t' his feet, hrandishing his good 

sword ! 
Countess. My son's afoot! He is not mur- 
dered yet ! 
Be-enter Count op Beauval and RxovL^^htinj, 
K. Ch. The youth proves stouter than his 

breeding promised. 
Constable. But the illustrious Beauval me- 
Strikes not as he was wont. [^thinks 
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Gab. At my request, 

He spares his adversary — Oh most kind ! 

Constable. Tis scarcely wise. 

K. Ch. Lady, your prayer to me 

Should have contented you. 

Agnes. What of the combat 

Thinks brave Dunois ? 

DuNois. I know not what to think- 

Yet fear not for the flower of chivalry. 

Archbishop. Heaven grant no canker Imk 
within the flower ! 
The aspect of the combat likes me not. 

Countess. Eustace, my murdered husband, 
hear'st thou not 
Thy widow's adjuration ? Rise ! Oh rise ! 

Count, (aside,) Again that withering voice 

K. Ch. In sooth, \jaxd gaze ! 

The noble Count belies our expectation. 

Gab. Just Heavens ! Can my weak prayer — - 
My Lord, my Lord, 
Forget my guilty folly — Be the price 
Whate'er it may, assert thine innocence ! 

K. Ch. Peace, Lady, peace ; the laws of 
Forbid such exhortation. f chivalry 

Count. (aside,) And my wife ! 
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Wlio, with her murdered father s voice, proclaims 
Her fondness for th' assassin ! 

Countess. Now he comes ! 

[ see my murdered Eustace interpose 
His shadowy form betwixt his murderer, 
And his avenger ! 

[the ComrrfaUs, 
And th' assassin fsdls ! 
My son is safe ! {jnuhin^ into the liiti. 

Gab. (rwihing into the lifts, J Oh murdered, mur- 
dered ! This 
Is treachery, sorcery ! 'Twas not in thee 
Fairly to slay him ! — Dear, my Lord — 

Abbot. Give way. 

Gab. You shall not touch him. 

Abbot. Lady, give me leave— 

The d3m[ig sinner I must dirive. 

Gab. a sinner ! 

A dying sinner he ! Away ! Away ! 

K. Ch. a murderer, by the hand of God con- 
Lady, is he ; his life is forfeited. [^victed. 
To justice and the church must thou give place. 
Speak, Sir Guibert, wilt thou confess ? 

Gab. My Lord, 

My love, look up, refute these calumnies I 
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CouxT. I cannot. 

Gab. Cannot ? 

Count. lis the act of God! 

Or how should an nnpractiBed boy defeat 
France's beat warrior ? 

Gad. Treachery and witdicnft! 

His reason wanders ! 

Count. Gabrielle, thou wr(»ged one, 

Tliy trusting love is torture ! 

Gab. Hast thon^ motiier, 

By spells done this? 

K. Cii. Remove the Lady, Sirs. 

Gab. Attempt it not ! 

Countess. My daughter — 

Raoul. Gabrielle— 

Gab. I have no mother — I have only him ! 

Count. Soon wilt thou loathing fly me— Death's 
chill touch 
Freczingly presses on my heart, my brain — 
I must — I will confess. 

Gab. Confess ?— Death ?— Calm thee I 

Oh calm thee ! Hush these ravings ! 

Archbishop. Lady, peace! 

Confession, expiation, hinder not — 
Nor mar his one last chance of heav'n's forgiveness. 
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Count. I loved thy mother, and was scorned — 
thy father, 
My haughty kinsman, of my house's lands 
And honours, Lord, hushand of her I loved, 
I hated — and — I slew. 

Gab. Frenzy — strange frenzy. 

Count. Not thus deceive thyself — My dying 
Are truth. [^words 

Gab. My hushand murderer of my father ! 

Countess. Now thou 'rt convinced ! Th' assasdn 
thou 'It forsake ! 

Raoul. Let me remove thee, Grahrielle. 

K. Ch. She stands 

A marhle image. 

Countess. Daughter ! 

Raoul. Gahrielle ! 

Count. Curse me not, Gahrielle ! £die9. 

Gab. Curse thee ? My guardian ? 

My hushand ? Let me die, nor know thy crime. 



END OF THE TRAGEDY. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. 

A Drawing Boom in Mrs. Deborah Arlington's 
Jumse. Lady Arlington writing^ Mrs. Deborah 
Arlington reading, 

Mrs. Deb. It is too moying, I declare ! This is 
really more than my sympathising nerves can en- 
dure. 

Lady Arl. What is the matter, Ma'am ? A 
heroine in greater distress than usual ? 

Mrs. D. You, Lady Arlington, perhaps might 
not think so. It is a delicate distress, to be duly ap- 
preciated only by a refined sensibility. 
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Lady Arl. And my very worst foes can't accuse 
me of that. 

Mrs. D. The lovely Rosabella is reduced to the 
excruciating necessity of breaking the heart of one 
incomparable lover, before she can recompense the 
ardent tenderness of another, still more passionatdj 
devoted, and the object of her adoration. 

Lady Arl. Why that is a distress which it 
would be difficult for ladies, who have more than one 
lover, to avoid ; only that, luckily, men's hearts do 
not break now-a-days. 

Mrs. D. Such an opinion does not surprise me 
from your lips, Lady Arlington, your notorious in- 
sensibility 

Lady Arl. My dear aunt, do not talk of my in- 
sensibility, when I am in the very act of writing a 
love letter. 

Mrs. Deb. A love letter ! You, writing a love 
letter ! 

Lady Arl. Surely ; what else can I write to my 
intended ? I am answering Sir Harry's apology for 
not keeping his engagement last night. 

Mrs. Deb. I must acknowledge Sir Henry's 
failure 
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Lady Arl. Would have been more in character 
Three weeks after Marriage. 

Mrs. Deb. Poor Sir Henry ! I am afraid I can 
but too well guess his reasons ! 

Lady Arl. So can I, but he will be none the 
better for my knowledge of them. 

Mrs. Deb. (Judf aaide.) His eyes have but too 
frequently betrayed to me those uncontrollable emo- 
tions, which his tongue, fettered by imperious 
necessity, dares not reveal. And thus, uncertain 
what return he may presume to hope — fcr never, I 
trust, has the sensibility of my soul seduced me into 
e^en a momentary forgetfulness of what is due to 
virgin dignity — ^poor Sir Henry ! I do not wonder 
that he fears to trust himself in our society. 

Lady Arl. (who has been writing during the last 
speech^ reads.) Your s, my most delectable betrothed, 
according to my uncle's will, Jane Arlington, \rings. 

Mrs. Deb. Is that the conclusion of a love 

letter ? 

Enter Servant, 

Lady Arl. (giving her Utter,) There is the 

answer for Sir Harry. \eait Servant, 

What, it would not do for one of your favourites ? 

Mrs. Deb. Why, I must confess, my beloved 
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Jane, that it appean to me deficient alike in the 
delicate sensibility that should chanusterise the ac- 
ceptance, and in the softened majesty that flhonld 
mark the rejection, of a lover. 

Ladt Arl. Of a lover perhaps, bnt I hare odj 
an apology to accept or reject. 

Mrs. Deb. But the apology of a lover ; and your 
whole intercourse with him should, I apprehend, bear 
the stamp of your intentions with respect to his floii 

Lady Arl. Even before I my^lf know what 
they are ? 

Mrs. D. Upon such a subject can there exist 
hesitation ? If you do not feel for Sir Henry BiTe^ 
stone, that overpowering passion, that sudden and 
absorbing sentiment 

Lady Arl. My dearest aunt, can you possiblv 
imagine that I feel any thing of the kind for Sir 
Henry Riverstone ? 

Mrs. Deb. If you do not, it is barbarous to excite 
illusory hopes. 

Lady Arl. Illusory hopes ! You certainly forget 
that hopes and fears, and all sentimentalities, are quite 
out of the question between my cousin Harry and 
me, and that so far from being entangled in a deli- 
cate distress, our's are vulgar worldly difficulties, 
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f chiefly upon the question of which of us shall 
se freedom at the price of ten thousand a-year. 
I. Deb. What a statement ! 

Y Arl. a very correct one, I believe, re- 
r only the addition of the alternative of 
ting to our. whimsical uncle's will, marrying, 
taking his fortune with the reciprocal encum- 
of him for a husband, and me for a wife. 

1. Deb. And can you tell me, in the same 
that such is the light in which you see your 
ment with Sir Henry, and that you do not 
^our intentions respecting him ? 

Y Arl. One intention upon the subject I can 
for pretty decidedly, and, if you will preserve 

ret, I will confide it to you. 

. Deb. Are you yet to learn how implicitly 

ly rely upon my friendship and discretion ? 

Y Arl. If Sir Harry will only tell me that 
the Temple estates may go to his Infernal 
y's dominions together, I will make him the 
curtsey I ever executed since I escaped from 
mmels of my dancing master. 

I. Deb. But if he claims your hand ? 
I. P 
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Lady Arl. My dear aunt, I have just told you 
that I intend he should dislike me, and if he is made 
of penetrable stuff, depend upon it he shall. 

Mrs. Dbb. But, if you fail in this attempt ? Of 
if, as so frequently occurs, in a fit of despair, reckless 
of his fate, he should insist upon the right he denTes 
from the will ? 

Lady Arl. Humph — Why then, I suppose, I 
cannot help myself. And, after all, I do not see that 
my poor cousin is much worse than the rest of the 
world. 

Mrs. Deb. And will you unite yourself to one, 
of whom you only think that he is not much worse 
than the rest of the world ? 

Lady Arl. I doubt whether it would be worth 
ten thousand a-year to have the picking of the best. 

Mrs. Deb. You were not always of that opinion, 
I believe. 

Lady Arl. Now that is a very malicious re- 
mark, Aunt Deborah, knowing, as you do, that time 
was when I thought I had selected the flower of the 
whole creation in the person of your right honourable 
nephew, the Lord Baron Arlington. 
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Mrs. Deb. It was not very surprising that, at 
sixteen, you should not distinguish between a girlish 
delight in the admiration of the most fashionable 
young nobleman of the day, and that overwhelming 
passion, that absorbing sentiment, which, springing 
from congeniality of soul, is felt but once and for 
ever. But I think, even since you discovered your 
error respecting poor Arlington, you have both seen, 
and appreciated, one who really does soar a flight 
above his fellows. 

Ladt Arl. As who ? 

Mrs. Deb. Charles Belmour, for instance. 

Lady Arl. C starting. J Charles Belmour !— 
My dearest aunt ! Charles Belmour in the retire- 
ment of his father s parsonage was, once upon a time, 
as fiill of enthusiasm, of romance, was in short as 
great a goose as myself; and there is no saying how 
far, in that season of disappointment and irritation, 
our passion for virtue might have carried us, if, one 
summer s day, it had not luckily occurred to me, that 
we might adore virtue almost as conveniently and 
quite as safely, with a few alps and oceans between 
us. Upon this hint, he did not speak, but he 
travelled. Since then I have not heard, nor sought 
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to hear of him — ^bnt h is long ago now, and I cfft' 
elude that he is grown as mnch like the rest of ^ 

species as I am. 

Mbs. Deb. If yon can epeak thus eaaly of lum, 
Charles Belmour is not the man; though I hiA 
thought ^But no matter, yon may yet unex- 
pectedly behold your destined partner, and, should 

you then be a wife 

Ladt Abl. My dear Ma'am, since you say that 
your overwhelming passion comes, like the small 
pox, only once, let us hope that my mistake about 
my late Lord may serve as a kind of vaccinatioii, 
to save me from the worst sort of the disorder. 

Mbs. Deb. And in this idle confidence will yoa 
actually unite your fate irrevocably to that of a man 
for whom you do not care enough even to be hurt at 
his neglect ? 

Lady Abl. Should I be the happier if I were 
hurt at it ? But do not look so frightened, my dear, 
kind aunt ; as long as those abominable words, love, 
honour and obey, have not escaped my lips, there is 
nothing desperate, you know. 

Mbs. Deb. But are you not committing your- 
self? 
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Lady Arl. I, who do not profess myself a he- 
roine, am bound to no consistency, and may change 
my mind at the church door. 

Mrs. Deb. My beloved niece, consider the 
world. 

Lady Arl. Dear Ma'am, the world Juu won- 
dered at me, and does not wonder twice at the same 
person. My character is established, and depend 
upon it, whether I sell myself for bread, or, like 
one of your Euphemias and Celestinas, fly even from 
your benevolence, and set up as an embroiderer or 
screen painter, it will be ^^ exactly what every one 
expected from that strange Lady Arlington." 
Enter Seryast, fallowed by Belmour. 
Sery. Mr. Belmour. [eait. 

Lady Arl. (startin^^ and turning ande,) Bel- 
mour ! Good Heavens ! 

Mrs. Deb. Mr. Belmour, I cordially rejoice to 
behold you restored to your native land. We were 
this moment speaking of you. 

Bel. That is an honour I durst not have hoped for. 

Lady Arl. (recovering herself and offering her 

hand,) Mrs. Arlington would not for the world be 

• so rude or so vulgar, as to apply the old saw about 
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ipeaking of the Deyil, but it really comes so pat as 
to be irresistible to me, who am less scrupulous, for 
your worship was literally the last man in our 
mouths 

Bel. To learn that I yet retain a place in Lady 
Arlington's recollection, and in Mrs. Deborah's, is too 
flattering to my every feeling, my every wish, tot my 
delight to be affected by the form under which the 
intelligence may reach me. 

Lady Arl. I do not know where you have been 
wandering dince you left home, Mr. Belmour, and 
can hardly guess whether amongst the civilized <ff the 
savage, but you have certainly vi^ted countnes 
where the language of compliment is not quite so 
obsolete as in England. 

Bel. That is a language for which I never yet 
found occasion, in conversing with Lady Arlington. 

Lady Arl. If you go on at this rate, you will 
excite our curiosity to an intolerable degree respect- 
ing the scene of your travels. 

Mrs. Deb. The history of an absent friend must 
ever be the object of lively interest. What was the 
course of your pilgrimage ? 

Bel. You rightly name it a pilgrimage, Mrs. 
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Deborah, for it was undertaken in expiation of sin — 
it least of sinful feelings. I left my home, as Lady 
A.rlington perhaps did me the honour of suspecting, 
bo endeavour to hanish from my thoughts an image 
which could neither he contemplated without adora- 
tion, nor, then, adored without guilt. 

Mrs. Deb. Is it fair to inquire whether you suc- 
ceeded? 

Bel. To enable me even to hope for success, I 
must have found some one who could in some degree 
compare with the object that filled my soul. In a 
fruitless search for such a being, I visited the Courts 
of polished Europe, the native Hunters of the New 
World, the motley multitude who, in the Southern 
portion of that world, maintain the struggle between 
enthusiasm and t3rranny, the vagrant Arabs of the 
Desert. I was amongst the mountain tribes of 
Northern Asia when I received the information that 

Lord that my presumption, however great, 

was no longer criminal, 

Mrs. Deb. And the voice of hope recalled you 
to your home ? 

Bel. I — I — I returned, but no longer found a 
home. My Neither I had lost, during my long ab- 
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sence, his parsonage was inhabited hj a stranger, and 
my sister and I found myself inevitably in- 
volved in a tedious and painful pursuit, when I bad 
hoped to be at liberty to 

Lady Arl. A pursuit that is now I trust happily 
terminated ? 

Bel. It is no otherwise terminated than by my 
utter despair of finding a clue to direct my inquiries. 
But do not, I entreat you, Lady Arlington, embitter 
with such recollections the first moment of happinesB 
I have known, since since I last saw the moon- 
beams play upop the glassy lake in Arlington Park. 

Lady Arl. Aunt Deborah, are you not afiraid 
for your head ? Can you bear such a torrent of po- 
liteness as I have not heard since Dandies and Ex- 
quisites have been ? Who would have imagined that 
Asia, where the women are locked up, was the place 
in which to acquire gallantry ! But, perhaps after 
all, it is only by comparison with the fashionable 
things we are used to, that Belmour appears so sur- 
prisingly civil. 

Bel. Is it possible that the accents of admira- 
tion should be unusual to Lady Arlington, vvhom I 
expected to find surrounded by admirers ? 
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Ladt Arl. Admirers? Why surely Belmour 
you have been so long estranged from all our concerns, 
that you have not heard I am a widow. 

Bel. Do me the justice to believe that had I 
been ignorant of that circumstance, I should not have 
insulted you by my presence, — at least not until 
time and absence had taught me, in some measure, 
to temper the ardour of my feelings. 

Ladt Arl. Insult ! You are actually antedilu- 
vian in your primitiveness. But there is something 
behind with which you are, perhaps, still unsu:- 
quainted. There is an adjective to be added to the 
substantive widow, that wholly governs its value in 
this world of ours. I am a poor widow. 

Bel. {looking round.) Poor ! 

Lady Arl. Oh, my brat and I are here as mere 
toad-eaters to Mrs. Deborah Arlington — 

Bel. Still I do not comprehend the possibility— r 
Surely the liberality of your jointure was a matter 
of public notoriety ? 

Lady Arl. I have no doubt but it was, and 
that you thought you were flattering a wealthy and 
desirable dowager. 
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Mrs. Deb. Allow me, Mr. Belmour, to do my Wy 
niece that justice, which her retiring modesty 

Lady Arl. My retiring modesty ! 

Mrs. Deb. Her delicate sensibility 

Lady Arl. My dear ma'am, whatever you do, 
no eulogiums upon my delicate sensibility for mercy's 
sake, if not for truth's ! 

Mrs. Deb. Well then, since she refuses to listen 
to the language my heart dictates, let me, in the 
common terms adapted to vulgar minds 

Bel. I entreat you, my dear madam, my anxiety 
^my curiosity 



Mrs. Deb. Lady Arlington heroically gave up 
her ample jointure to the suffering creditors of my 
misguided relative, her deceased Lord. 

Bel. The same perfect being I have so long wor- 
shipped ! 

Lady Arl. Do not make such a fuss about a 
mere act of vanity. 

Bel. Of vanity? 

Mrs. Deb. While, with the same sublimity of 
sentiment that inspired the sacrifice, you seek to con- 
ceal—— 
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Lady Arl. Upon my word, Ma'am, I have no 
idea of concealing what is so generally known as my 
poverty ; I merely think the follies of my neighbours 
form a more agreeable topic of conversation, than 
my own. 

Bel. Is it not exaggerating the most amiable of 
virtues, modesty, to misname a generous action ? 

Lady Arl. There is no misnaming in the case. 
It was a piece of sheer vanity and selfish folly, vo- 
luntarily to reduce myself and my daughter, who 
from the strict entail is ill provided for, to beggary, 
and myself moreover to the necessity of either living 
a dependent upon Mrs. Arlington's charity, or tak- 
ing my poor cousin. Sir Harry Riverstone, for better 
for worse. 

Bel. Reduced yourself to the necessity of mar- 
rying Sir Harry Riverstone? What possible ne- 
cessity 

Lady Arl. Have you not heard of my Uncle 
Temple's will ? 

Bel. No— What connexion has that with it? 

Lady Arl. My good Uncle has bequeathed all 
his lands, tenements, hereditaments, and a great 
many more words, to his dearly beloved nephew. 
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Sir Harry RiYeratone, and to his dearly beloTed 
niece, Jane, Baroness Arlington, provided they, t^e 
said nephew and niece, marry each other ; and in case 
they do not so marry, has ordered that the refoang 
party shall forfeit all claim to the said lands, tene- 
ments, hereditaments, and the rest of it, in fsiyoiii of 
the assenting party. 

Bel. And will you for a few dirty acres 

Lady Abl. However cheap yon may hold them, 
hoth Sir Harry and I are so enamoured of theii in- 
trinsic charms, that I rather apprehend we shall 
mutually accept them, live stock and alL 

Bel. Can this really be the high-souled Lady Ar- 
lington, whose lofty tone of feeling, whose enthusi- 
astic virtue, were to me more irresistible than even 
the playfulness of her fEuicy and the loveliness of her 
form. 

Lady Arl, * My salad days, when I was green 
in judgment.* Did you expect to find me as young 
at five and twenty, as I was at eighteen ? 

Bel. From whose fascinations I knew no safety 
but in flight — a flight, by which, while I fulfilled one 
duty, I neglected others— —and for which I am 
indeed punished ! 
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Lady Arl. Upon my word, Belmour, if you did 
expect to find me stationary in point of age, you had 
some reason, for you seem not a day older than when 
fovL left us. — ^Whilst I have, since then, lived years 
innumerahle. 

Bel. Did I measure the time by my struggles 
and sufiferings, it would indeed be long, 

Lady Arl. I cannot believe that, while I see no 
traces of the effect. Had experience wrinkled my 
face as it has my mind, nothing but the present rage 
for old women could give me a chance for a lover, 
even with the Temple estates in possession. 

Bel. Did you know the charm of that early glow 

of pure unsophisticated feeling 

Lady Arl. Every woman knows that youth in- 
ternally, as well as externally, is prettier than age ; 
but I never perceived that the knowledge hindered a 
single individual from growing old. 

Bnter Tim. 
Tim. Lady Lenham have called for you, my 
Ladyship. 

Lady Arl. Then you must excuse me, Belmour, 
for she comes by appointment. 

Bel. May I have the honour of conducting you 
to the carriage ? 
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Lady Arl. (taking a ^uml and giwng km her 
hand, J Good bye, Ma'am; I shall be back long 
before your hour of going out. 

[exit with Belmoub. 

Mrs. Deb. Farewell, my love. Tim. 

Tim. Anan. 

Mrs. Deb. fande.J There is something very un- 
accountable in the rusticity of that youth. falmL) 
Send Rawlins to my apartment, Tim. 

Tim. To your what ? 

Mrs. Deb. To my dressing room, (aside.) Can 
it be natural ? I have read of instances where such a 
disguise has been assumed. I must endeavour to 
elucidate the mystery. [exit, 

Tim. To the dressing room, be it ? She do speak 
so mortal fine, it be a hard matter to make her out. 

[mt. 

Scene II. 

The Street. 

* 
Enter Sir Henry Riverstone and Darley. 

Sir H. What the devil am I to do with a 
woman determined to have me, whether I will or no? 
There is no offending her — What can I do, Darley ? 
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Dar. With Lady Arlington? Is she so out- 
rageously fond ? Marry her out of hand, old boy ; 
if that does not cure her liking for you, 'pon my 
honour I know of no other remedy, 

Sir H. Curse it, I hate marrying. 

Dar. There's not much in it when, as in your 
case, matrimony itself supplies the needful. 

Sir H. I believe, Darley, you are not quite aware 
of all my difficulties, and I want advice. Yet if I 
tell you, I know you will laugh at me. 

Dar. Difficulties ? I know that whichever of 
you two cousins refuses to marry the other, forfeits 
the Temple property. What can there be to know 
farther, or where can be the difficulty ? If the old 
gentleman had left you his estate without a wife, it 
would certainly have been more rational, but he has 
not been irrational enough to enable you to dispute 
his win. 

Sir H. There is a a young person 

Dar. With a larger fortune ? If the difference 
is considerable, that might be worth some risk, but 
'pon my honour, it would require address. 

Sir H. Without any fortune whatever 

Dar. What can a girl without fortune have to 
do in the business ? 
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Snt H. Too are icqnamted with my atfcidh 
mcnt m y entMiglement— 

Dar. What, with the conntiy beauty that yoa 
keep 90 dose no one can get a glimpse of her ? Oh! 
Lady Ariii^ton has been too well trained to tronbk 
heiaelf about her. 

Sir H. Yes, I dare swear she is ; but that is 
not the point — jxm do not quite understand — 

Dar. Understand what ? The petite paytaxM 
does not object to your marriage I should hope ? 

Sir H. The fiict is sh e I she— — 

Dar. (looking round, J Ton my honour I am 
glad nobody sees you, Riyerstone ; stammering and 
hesitating are so cursed low. 

Sir H. But you will laugh so confoundedly at 
me when I tell you. 

Dar. Laugh at yourself first, my dear fellow, 
and the world's laugh will be rather with, than 
at you. 

Sir H. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Right, right ! Why then 
the truth is, Darley, Susan Belmour is such a devilish 
little vixen, that I, like a simpleton, have been afraid 
of her, 

Dar. And not told her your situation ? If that 
is the case, keep it snug till it is all over. 
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Sir H. Ha! ha! ha! Out stiU. No, faith, I 
have been yet sillier even than that, and deceived 
you all when I boasted of my happiness. 

Dar. What's that ? 

Sir H. She eloped with me, as she fsmcied, to be 
married, and believes I am only waiting for the ter- 
mination of a law suit. 

Dar. And have you actually had the girl all this 
time in your power, without getting any flEurther ? 

Sir H. The thing is, that she is not actually in my 
power. She'd be o£P in a tangent, if she had the 
least suspicion 

Dar. 0£P? Where could she go ? Her character 
is lost. 

Sir H. Of that she is ignorant. And if she 
knew it, I do not believe it would make any dif- 
ference. 

Dar. 'Pon my honour, it's a strange ludicrous 
story enough — ^But affcer all, Riverstone, what sort 
of advice do you want ? You Tl not marry her ? 

SirH. Ha! ha! ha! Marry her! No, to be 
sure not. But the n I 1 must not lose her. 

Dar. There are only two ways. Either tell her 

VOL. I. Q 
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the tnith, endure a scene of heroics and hysterics, 
and wait till she comes to, upon finding she cannGi; 

help herself 

Sir H. Impossible ! impossible ! Susan would 
carry her heroics farther than you imagine, and be 
off, as I told you. She would even, I believe, go 
back to her old aunt, and submit to be worse used 
than ever. 

Dar. Then keep her in ignorance, marry Lady 
Arlington as quick as you can without your terma- 
gant's knowing it, and trust to time and opportunity 
for the rest. 

Sir H. That sounds as if it might be practicable, 
and indeed I do not see what other chance I have 

for it. 

Dar. Which way are you going now ? 

Sir H. Why, if I must urge on this abominable 
marriage, I may as well call upon Lady Arlington. 
But it would be infinitely better if she could but be 
persuaded to refuse me. 

Dar. (aside.) Might there not, in all this mutual 
dislike, be a chance for me ? The Temple property 
would not be inconvenient, (aloud,) Heark' ye, my 
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boy : suppose I were to call upon her first, and try 
if I cannot frighten or offend her for you more effec- 
tually than you can? 

Sir H. My dear friend, it would be the kindest 
thing you ever did. 

Dar. Well, then, allow me a little time with 
her, and it shall go hard but you find her better dis- 
posed to quarrel than usual. Ill give you a pretty 
character. 

Sir H. I will call in about half an hour, and 
consider meanwhile how best to profit by the humour 
you may have put her into — Good morning. 

^easmnt severalty. 
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ACT 11. 

Scene I. 

Mrs. Deborah Arlington's home. 
JEnter Laj>y Arlington and Servant, 

Lady Arl. Show Mr. Darley up. 

[exitSenant. 
Enter Darley. 

Dar. Ah, my dear Lady Arlu^ton, how di- 
vinely you looked last night. 

Lady Arl. Last night, Darley ? You forget, it 
is fuU two years since I looked divinely. 

Dar. You are equally unjust to my constancy, 
and to the power of your own charms. 

Lady Arl. I did perfect justice to both while 
they lasted, and could name the day of their joint 
demise. They expired with my house, estabUsh- 
ment, dinners, and balls. 

Dar. If you knew with what difficulty my 
honour towards my friend Riverstone resists my 
passion for you, you would not thus underrate my 
adoration. 
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Lady Arl. Adoration ! Why, Darley, what in 
all the world are you talking about ? Do you think 
I am not out of my teens ? 

Dar. Now, 'pon my honour, it is too bad to 
doubt the sincerity of my adoration, when it is 
actually seducing me to betray my friend. 

Lady Arl. And we all know the inviolable 
sacredness of fashionable friendship. 

Dar. Your cruelty ought to strengthen my 
virtue. 

Lady Arl. I do not conceive what possible 
danger your virtue can be in just at present. You 
are not going to solicit me to refuse Riverstone and 
Mr. Temple's bequest, in order to bestow my penny- 
less hand upon you, I imagine. 

Dab. Ton my honour you are too beautifid to 
be so cursed ill-natured. I vnsh you would leave 
wit to those who have nothing else. 

Lady Arl. If you and I are to marry, depend 
upon it, vdthout money, vdt and beauty together 
will afford nothing superfluous in our menage. 

Dab. You know perfectly well that it would be 
downright selfishness in me to seek to condemn you 
to poverty for my ovm gratification. 
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Labt Arl. And in this golden age selfishnesB is 
unknown. But come, tell me at once what piece of 
treachery your passion is meditating, for I cannot 
guess what you are driving at. 

Dar. Why, if you would but give me a hope of 
fairly rewarding the service, I would betray all 
Riverstone's secrets to you. 

Lady Arl. Hope is the easiest thing in the 
world to give ; even a beggar may be liberal of that. 
Hope as much as ever you please. 

Dar. Beautiful savage, that is not the way to 
seduce me to forfeit my fidelity, my honour, for your 
sake. 

Lady Arl, Why, what would you have, you 
most unreasonable of exquisites ? You ask me for 
hope, I give it you in plenty, and you complain. If 
that will not do, I must proceed by way of barter, 
and give you another secret in exchange for yours. 
Ay, and 111 trust you with it beforehand too. I 
shrewdly suspect you have nothing to tell me worth 
my listening to. 

Dar. Ton my honour 

Lady Arl. Nay, if you are bursting with your 
mystery, 1 11 not refuse to hear it. 
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Dar. If your ladyship has no wish to get rid of 
Riverstone, and keep the fortune, I have nothing 
more to say. 

Lady Arl. The fortune I am secure of, at all 
events, and the man is hardly worth a wish, one way 
or the other. But I may as well have my choice, 
so if you really can give it me, hope away, and 
speak. 

Dar. Are you aware of the cause of Riverstone's 
delays ? 

liADY Arl. The same cause, I take it, produces 
the same effect on both sides. 

Dar. That is not all. In his last excursion into 
the country, Riverstone brought back a young village 
beauty, whom he mews up so carefully, that even I 
have never seen her. 

Lady Arl. It would have been more selon les 
regies to have told me this after the wedding — ^but — 
we do not marry for love, and then, or now, what are 
his affaires du comr to me ? 

Dar. So I thought, and did not trouble you with 
the story ; but this morning 

Lady Arl. What difference has this morning 
made? 

Dar. This morning he confessed to me that he 



•t. 
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had never talked to his rustic Lueretia of anj thing 
less than matrimony, or dared in all this time to 
alarm her prudery. 

Lady Arl. And when yon have persuaded me 
that an ignorant country girl has passed seyeral 

weeks in the hands of a of a man of fashm^ 

without being the worse for it, what £Eury tale will 
you undertake to make me believe next ? 

Dar. I never said she was not the worse for it. 
The simpleton has incurred all the mischief lot 
nothing. 

Lady Arl. Of course you have disowned Sir 
Harry as your pupil. He positively is a disgrace to 
the irrmfstible Darley. Is not that your proper 
title ? 

Dar. What a barbarous question from her who 
ridicules my love. 

Lady Arl. Meaning me ? Oh ! I am made up 
of whim and prejudice you know, and consequently 
an exception to all rule ; for some prejudices, let me 
tell you, have a wond'rous talismanic quality in pre- 
venting the action of charms. 

Dar. And is this all I am to get for my sa- 
crifice ? 

Lady Arl. What am I the better for it ? If 
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he has caught a tartar that he is afraid of, he will in 
due time make his wife pay for it, like all husbands 
who tremble before their mistresses. And what good 
can the knowledge of this do me ? The a£^r must 
end in the poor silly girl's being a wretch in one way, 
and I in another. 

Dar. He has told his piece of ferocious virtue, 
who seems to be reasonably credulous, some rigma- 
role story to account for the delay of the marriage, 
and she waits patiently. But if she knew the truth, 
she would fly out ; he would have to choose between 
marrying and losing her, and he seems so absurdly in 
love, that I think you would remain mistress of 
yourself and of the Temple estates. 

Lady Arl. That is possible, though I would 
back ten thousand a-year against the warmest love 
going, in these enlightened days. 

Dar. Perhaps you may change that opinion. 
Lady Arlington, if I tell you another of my friend's 
secrets. Riverstone has less of life in him than he 
would fain be thought to have. 

Lady Arl. It may be so. And who is this 
trusting dupe of his, and where is she to be 
found? 

Dar. You have been so stingy of encouragement 
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that you must excuse my keeping your Ladyship s 
fate in my own hands. 

Lady Abl. Stingy ? — Did I not bid you hope 
as much as you would ? 

Dab. "Will you promise to many me, if you are 
extricated from your present entanglement — that is 
to say, if Riverstone refuses you ^by my means ? 

Lady Abl. Hey day! That would be hope 
with a vengeance. Why, my impassioned suitor, I 
should call that certainty, and if I gave that, 1 
should incur the forfeiture you know. Content youiself 
with my sort of hope, and give me the name and ad- 
dress. 

Dab. I cannot trust you sufficiently for that— 
However, upon your own terms I will see this 
formidable damsel myself, and let her into the state 
of the case. Then, if she does not frighten River- 
stone into making her his wife, I have no knowledge 
of coquettes or dupes. And as for you. Lady Ar- 
lington, when you are free, if you have either grati- 
tude or honour • — 

Lady Abl. I shall pay high for your treachery. 
Well, well, about it, and I will, to the best of my 
judgment, act according to the dictates of gratitude 
and honour. 
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Dar. (attempting to gcUute her.) And this trifling 

confirmation of my hopes 

Lady Arl. (repulsing him,) I ne\er give 
earnest. Besides, I have already told you, striking 
the bargain would make me the forfeitor. To your 
task without further delay. 
Bnter Serya2xt followed by Sir Henry Riverstone. 

Serv. Sir Henry Riverstone. [exit. 

Dar. I have the honour to wish your Ladyship a 
good morning, (aside to Sir H.) Riverstone, my 
fine fellow, to her ; she 's in the right cue, and if you 
cannot now provoke her to refuse you, I shall despair. 
(aside,) At least you may drive her into pa3dng my 
price for getting rid of you. \exit. 

Lady Arl. (aside.) Much I should gain by 
the exchange. 

Sir H. So, Madam, you thought proper to be 
afironted, because I did not wait upon your Lady- 
ship last night — But give me leave to tell you 

Lady Arl. I affronted ? My dear coz, I assure 
you if you had not sent me a kind of an apology 
this morning, I should never have known whether 
you had been there or not. 
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Sir H. You do not sappose, I hope, that I am to 
he tied to your apron string. 

Lady Arl. I would not wear the prettiest apion 
that ever was emhroidered, if I had any appreh^oston 
of such consequences. 

Sir H. I have no notion of a wife's presuming to 
interfere with her hushand's engagements .or in- 
clinations. 

Lady Arl. How wonderful a S3nnpathy iheie 
is between us ! It is quite delightful to tiiink what 
a happy couple we shall be. 

Sir H. Is that your real opinion ? 

Lady Arl. Can you doubt it ? Why, we shall 
escape all the fuss, and worries, and disappointments 
of love matches, and find ourselves settled at (mce in 
all the comfortable indifference — I beg pardon, I 
should say firiendship, I believe — ^to which unfor- 
tunate lovers come at last, after many — ^troubles. 

Sir H. (aside.) This will not do, I must tiy 
another course, (aloud.) Do you suppose I meant 
such freedom to be reciprocal ? Then I fancy yon 
are not aware that I am very jealous. 

Lady Arl. I cannot say I ever suspected it. 

Sir H. I give you fair warning, 

Lady Arl. I am enchanted with the intelligence. 
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This is something so uniqttej that it will be quite flat- 
tering, quite distinguS. 

Sib H. I beg your pardon. Lady Arlington, my 
temper, my passions are much too violent, to allow 
of my jealous/s being anything agreeable. 

Lady Abl. Better and better. I have often 
wondered, as times go, when husbands are so careless, 
and lovers too, what could tempt any woman to be 
^aSLij oi ^ faiix pcu ; but the pleasure of making a 
fool of a furious jealous Argus, really would hold 
out some inducement, some little compensation for 
the injury to oneself. 

Sib H. I see you think I am jesting, but as a 
proof that I am not, I must insist upon it that I 
never again catch you tete d t^te with that libertine 
Darley. 

Lady Abl. You are always foigetting that we 
are not married yet. 

Sm H. We are so publicly engaged, that I con- 
sider my honour as already involved with yours, 
and, I repeat, I insist upon it. 

Lady Abl. It is hardly worth arguing about, 
for it is of very little consequence. I can easily tell 
the servants not to let you in when Dadey is here. 
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Is there any one else respecting whom you would 
wish me to take a similar precaution ? 

Sir H. How, Madam, in defiance of my angei 
will you persist in encouraging the ogling and whis- 
pering of all the puppies who crowd around you ? 

Lady Arl. Certainly — Unless, indeed, I were 
to banish them in consideration of Charles Belmonr, 
who is just returned. 

Sir H. (starting.) Charles Belmour ! Is he re- 
turned ? 

Lady Arl. Yes — ^Why should you start at his 
name? 

Sir H. {recollecting himself.) Because be- 
cause I desire that young canting hypocrite may be 
instantly forbidden your house. 

Lady Arl. In Mrs. Deborah Arlington's house, 
I have nothing to do with forbidding, else . I should 
be very willing to indulge you in that point too. 
One can see one's friends elsewhere, you know, my 
dear coz, quite as conveniently as at home. 

Sir H. {trying to work himself into a ptusion*) 
Lady Arlington, Lady Arlington, have you no fear 
of provoking the indignation, the resentment of your 
future master ? 
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Lady Arl. I would not upon any account de- 
ceive you, Sir Harry. If you do not approve of my 
character and conduct, you are still at liberty to 
forsake me, and I will wear the willow with the best 
grace I can. 

Enter Mrs. Deborah Arlington. 

Sir H. Depend upon it. Lady Arlington, those 
punishments which a husband's wrongs demand 

Lady Arl. It rests wholly with yourself. Sir 
Harry, whether you ever are exposed to a husband's 
wrongs from me. 

Mrs. Deb. I grieve to behold Sir Henry's sus- 
ceptible spirit thus irritated. Permit me to offer my 
mediation to allay the tempest. 

Lady Arl. Pray do. Ma'am. And, by the way. 
Sir Harry, it is a great mercy that no one should 
have come in but my Aunt Deborah, who thinks 
more of romance than of fashion. You would have 
been for ever disgraced ; all vulgar fire and fury, not 
an atom of proper listlessness remaining. 

Sir H. Do you sneer at the rage your infamous 
principles have provoked ? 

Lady Arl. Nay, as you please, it cannot much 
concern me, though I confess I should rather like my 
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kiuband to bo more the thing. HowercE, dnl I 
may not lead you into farther pldwianians^ I ^ 
Icavo you to recover your temper with the ifwrtniff 
of tiiy Aunt Deborah's conaolatjona. [«ri^- 

Sir H. So she podtiYely win many me, and 
U'IIh mu at the same time, yeiy intelligibly, wliat 
other title I may expect to add to that of husband— 

Mils. Deb. To me, ^ Heniy, it is incomprehen- 
Hihlo. My beloved niece appears to have alaimii^j 
lottt her native delicate sensibility. 

Sill II. She must be conscious that I have no 
faiiuy for the match. That is evident enough, is it 
not. 

MiiH. Diin, To my eyes, certainly, and those of 
jtnilouHy are usually oven more quick of perception 
than thuHo of of 

Sui 11. You then, Mrs. Deborah, are satisfied that 
1 have boon suiiicieutly candid ? 

Mrs. Dku. That is a delicate question, Sir Henry ; 
your looks, your doej) drawn sighs, have, indeed, been 
eloquently candid, but in words you have never yet 
rovoaled 

^^iH II. Have my looks and sighs been eloquent ? 
3Irs. Deb. Is there not on eloquence of looks 
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and fflghs, all powerful over the responsive soul, 
though mute to one immersed in worldly views ? 

Snt H. Anglice^ to Lady Arlington. 

Mrs. Deb. Let me not speak harshly of one so 
highly valued. Her early sentiments were hewitch- 
ingly sensitive, how they have been so inconceivably 
deadened 

Sir H. (yatonin^,) This is prodigiously fine, 
Ma'am, but somewhat beyond me, and wide of the 
question. Do you mean to say that she does, or does 
not understand me ? 

Mrs. Deb. Perhaps a greater degree of expli- 
citness may be requisite towards her. 

Sir H. I have told her I think tolerably plainly 
that I shall make a d d bad husband. 

Mrs. Deb. That may not be decisive ; there are 
persons who take a melancholy delight in sentimen- 
tally displaying their powers of suffering. 

Sir H. There may be such persons, but even you 
cannot reckon Lady Arlington one of them. 

Mrs. Deb. If you were it is so delicate a 

point for me to urge. 
Sir H. Never mind your delicacy. 

TOL. I. R 
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Mrs. Deb, If yon were my bltisbes, my 

disorder, might explain— 

Sm H. Not to me, I assure you. 

Mrs, Deb. If you were to disclose the engage- 
ment of your affections — ■ 

Sir H. The engagement of my affections! 

Mrs. Deb. Why start you at the suggestion ? 

Sir II. Wliy should you suppose tbat my af- 
fections are engaged ? 

Mrs. Dbb. "WTiy should you be so reluctant lo 
oonfess it ? 

Sir H. Really, my dear Ma'am, my respect for 
you would alone prevent my alluding to such a cir- 
cumstance, even if — if 

Mrs. Deb. (atide.) Respect ? Interesting youth ! 

He requires encouragement, (aloud.) Respect, my 

highly esteemed friend, may be carried to e^tcesa, 

. and when it prevents communications important lo 

the mutual happiness of — — of 

Sir H. But indeed Ma'am, tliat is not the caw 
, at the present. I assuro you my affections are not 
I at atl engaged. 

Mks. Deb. How, Sir, have you then been ii 



then been inlub^ 
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maiilj tampering with a sensitive tenderness of dis- 
position, that 

Sir H. Nothing of the kind, believe me ; it is 

quite a common affair 

* Mrs. Deb. A common affair ! 

Sir H. I really only took advantage of a for- 
wardness that invited — ^that would have been disap- 
pointed if I had not answered — and, — though I 
would not upon any account have had Lady Arling- 
ton acquainted with the thing — 

Mrs. Deb. I am astonished ! I am confounded ! 
I could not have credited — ^that I should ever re- 
ceive such treatment ! Such an insult ! Oh, I shall 
&int. \throw8 herself upon a seat. 

Sir H. What the plague ails her now ? Upon 
my word, Mrs. Deborah, I am very sorry that any 
mistake, any misapprehension 

Mrs. Deb. Cold blooded deceiver ! 

Sir H. (aside,) I had better make my escape. 
(aloud,) Allow me to summon assistance, my dear 
Ma'am. ^eant hastily. 

Mrs. Deb. That there should exist barbarians, 
who can play upon the sensibility of a too suscepti* 
blc heart, and hold themselves justified because they 
have not spoken — Oh, I shall be suffocated. 
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Enter Tim wiih a large jfog of water, 

Tim. Now I 'se brought the water, what shall 1 
do wi 't ? Troth I '11 e'en whop it in her &oe. 

Mrs. Deb. (starting up,) Savage, would you 
kill me ? 

Tim. No, Missus, no ; I ynir a going to save your 
life. The strange gemman told me as how you was 
swoonded dead like, and bid me bring *ee some water. 

Mrs. Deb. And did the perfidious traitor seek 
to preserve the life he has almost annihilated ? Did 
he fear that my death might rob him of a monu- 
ment of his inhumanity ? 

Tim. How Missus, did he hurt *ee his own self? 
Od* I '11 ater un, and gie *it un well. It sha nt be 
said as Tim Ploughshare wouldn't stand by them 
whose bread he *s eaten. 

Mrs. Deb. How strangely does this generous 
warmth contrast with the clownishness of his general 
manners ! Stay, my kind hearted Tim ; the injuries 
I have endured are not such as you can redress. In- 
deed, freezing contempt is the proper return. Come 
back, I tell you. 

Tim. Just let me gie 'un a taste — You don't know 
how neatly I could do 'un. 

[sets himself in a boxing attitude. 
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Mrs. Deb. An adept too in the modem science 
of pugilism. Surely, surely he is not what he 
seems — disguised, beyond all question. No, my ex- 
cellent friend, I must decline your assistance. Suffer 
me to assert my own dignity. 

Tim. So ye won t let me lam 'un how to behave 
his self? Well, as ye widl. And wont ye ha* none 
o' the water? 

Mrs. Deb. I should be very thankful for a 
draught of it. 

Tim. Take it, and kindly welcome. 

\pffeT9 her the jug. 
Mrs. Deb. But I have no glass, my admirable 
youth. 

Tim. Can't 'ee take a swig without that ? I 'se 
go see ater one for'ee. \eock. 

Mrs. Deb. How quickly is an assumed part 
betrayed by its over acting. 

Re-enter Tim with a glass^ and Mrs. Rawlins. 
Mrs. R. Dear me, Mem, what's the matter? 
I've been quite frighted to hear as your la'ship 
was ill. 

Mrs. Deb. I thank you, Rawlins, I am better 
now — Reflection has enabled me to subdue my 
agitated sensibility. 
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Tim. There, Missus. 

Xpffering a gkus of water awkwarHy. 

Mrs. R. Out, you oaf, is that the way to serve a 
lady ? Give it me— 

Mrs. Deb. {aside,) How well he has beguiled the 
family, {aloud,) No, Rawlins, no ; Tim has displayed 
the most gratifying sensibility upon this trying oc- 
casion, I will receive it only from his hand; 

Mrs. B. {aside,) Hey day, what's in the wind 
now, I wonder. 

Mrs. Deb. {returning the glass,) I would fiiin 
discover a mode of expressing my sense of the senti- 
ments you have exhibited, without appearing to 
endeavour indelicately to dive into a mystery you 
think proper to withhold from my knowledge ; and 
indeed, perhaps, in strict propriety, I ought not even 
to insinuate my suspicions relative to a disguise. 

Mrs. R. {aside,) Disguise ! What can she be at ? 

Mrs. Deb. Yet I must still more carefully avoid 
wounding the susceptibility of feeling, inseparable 
from your real condition. 

Mrs. R. {aMe,) Real condition ! Does she take 
Tim for a lover in disguise ? 
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Mrs. Dbb. But words are inadequate to my 
emotions. Let my silence speak. ^exit. 

Mrs. R. Can she really be such an idiot as that 
comes to ? 

Tim. What a plague be she a saying on ? If ye 
mean thank 'ee for the water, Missus, I 'se sure ye 're 
kindly welcome. Do you understand her, sweet- 
heart? 

Mrs. B. Yes, I believe I do, and if Jack 
Rawlins has half the mettle in him I give him credit 
for, well both be the better for my understanding 
her. \JBait, 

Tim. She do seem to speak plain enough, yet 
she 's as puzzling as t'other. I 'se got into a queerish 
berth, and I do suppose as I mun bide longer 
among 'em, afore I can look to make out what they 
all be ater in this here Lunnun. So 1 11 e'en go wipe 
this glass. J[exk, 

Scene II. 

Miss Belmour's apartments. 

Miss Belmour alonSy with a hook in her hand. 

Miss B. If such indeed are the models upon 
which the great world forms itself, ought I most to 
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wonder that my Henry should wish his affianced 
wife to acquire a resembUmce to its members, or that 
he should have selected one so differently educated ? 
But let me not harshly condemn a single weakness, 
amidst virtues innumerable. His choice of me is a 
sufficient proof that in points of importance he is not 
the slave of fashion, and while he desires I should 
know enough of the pursuits and occupations of fine 
ladies, to save him from the sneer my rusticity might 
provoke, he trusts to the principles I received from 
my revered father, to preserve me from their cor- 
ruption. Could even my father, if he now beheld 
his orphan child, blame this compliance with the 
wishes of my accepted husband ? I will resume my 
book ; would it were less disagreeable ! But there is 
my security. Could vice, either as adorned by the 
French with elegance and wit, or as dignified by the 
Germans with passion and feeling, ever cease to dis- 
gust, then I might tremble. ^sits and reads. 

Mrs. Jenkins, (without.) I tell you again and 
again. Miss Belmour aint at home, and won't be at 
home. Can t you take a civil answer ? 

Darley. (without,) I can when I 've a mind 
to it ; but just now my mind is to see Miss Belmoui. 



\ 
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Lady Arl. I would not upon any account de- 
ceive you, Sir Harry. If you do not approve of my 
character and conduct, you are still at liberty to 
forsake me, and I will wear the willow with the best 
grace I can. 

Enter Mrs. Deborah Arlington. 
Sir H. Depend upon it. Lady Arlington, those 

punishments which a husband's wrongs demand 

IjADY Arl. It rests wholly with yourself, Sir 
Harry, whether you ever are exposed to a husband's 
wrongs from me. 

Mrs. Deb. I grieve to behold Sir Henry's sus- 
ceptible spirit thus irritated. Permit me to offer my 
mediation to allay the tempest. 

Lady Arl. Pray do. Ma'am. And, by the way. 
Sir Harry, it is a great mercy that no one should 
have come in but my Aunt Deborah, who thinks 
more of romance than of fashion. You would have 
been for ever disgraced ; all vulgar fire and fury, not 
an atom of proper listlessness remaining. 

Sir H. Do you sneer at the rage your infamous 
principles have provoked ? 

Lady Arl. Nay, as you please, it cannot much 
concern me, though I confess I should rather like my 
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Miss Bel. How, Sir ? It was only under the 
idea of your brin^g me a message, that I admitted 
you. You will pardon me, but I can make no ex- 
ception Z£^<nnff to rmg, 

Dar. Stay, child, stay — ^you evidently misim- 
derstand — I come as a friend of Riverstone's, as a 
common friend. 

Miss Bel. Had he wished to present his friend 
to me, he would have done so in person. 

Dar. Do you doubt my word ? 'Pon my honour, 
child, how should I know all about you, if I was 
not his intimate ? I tell you I know every thing, 
your wonderful education, and your frither s death, 
and your cross old aunt, and your elopement— 

Miss Bel. "Well, Sir, if J. must believe you Sir 
Henry's friend, why do I see you here, or why with- 
out him ? 

Dar. Why, the truth is, he does not exactly 
know of my visit 

Miss Bel. Then it is clearly unfit for me to re- 
ceive you. 

Dar. Come, come, do not be so fidgetty. It is 
for his interest that I am here, as well as for your s. 
If you pretend to love him, you must sit down 
quietly, and listen to me. 
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Miss Bel. (sitting down.) Proceed, Sir. 

Dar. You see, my dear, I would not appear 
sanctified, pon my honour I would not, nor any way 
illiberal in my opinions ; but just when a man is 
going to be married, it really does not seem quite 
decorous that you should be so openly under his 
protection, and therefore 

Miss Bel. I do not understand-—— 

Dar. You 11 understand me better when I have 
done. Therefore, as his friend and your's, indeed, as 
the friend of all parties, I would propose to you, for 
the present, to exchange his protection for mine. 

Miss Bel. For yours? Are you a married 
man, Sir? 

Dab. Free as air, 'pon my honour. 

Miss Bel. Then how would that obviate the 
irregularity, which I am painfully conscious there is, 
in my remaining thus entirely dependent upon Sir 
Henry previous to our union? Had a female friend 
offered 

Dar. Nay, now my charmer, I dare say, indeed 
I know you play navoeti inimitably, indeed that it 

is your forte^ but don't exaggerate— Or but it 

is not possible Riverstone should have deceived you ? 
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Miss Bel. Deceived me ? Oh no, no ! It is 
not possible ! 

Dar. Ton my honour if he had, I should saj it 
was very ungentlemanlike. But since you know, 
then, that he is upon the point of marriage with Lady 
Arlington, a marriage too so essential to his aflain— 

Miss Bel. Marriage with Lady Arlington ! No, 
no, no ! It. is you who are deceived — mistaken— 
Their near relationship has given rise 

Dar. It is not near enough to forbid the banns 
upon that ground. 

Miss Bel. It is a mistake, I assure you — I know 
it is a mistake. 

Dar. Why then, my dear creature, it is clear 
that he has deceived you, has used you very ill, I 
must say. Though I am his most intimate Mend, 
I must frankly own that. To be sure he may have 
thought, his engagement to Lady Arlington being a 

matter of public notoriety, that you (Miss Bel- 

MOUR faints,) Ah, ha ! Does she take it so ? Poor 
silly thing ! "Well ! well ! Perhaps, after all, tears 
and fainting fits may prove as efficacious with River- 
stone,, as the storm of virtue that I looked for. 
(rin^s.) Poor girl ! But it 's all for your own good, 
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child. If I have not provoked her to force an ex- 
planation, I know nothing of women, and 'pon my 
honour, she's too fine a creature for him to let her 
slip through his fingers. 

Enter Mrs. Jenkins. 

Mrs. Jenkins, your invisible Lady seems to have 

more occasion for your company than mine just 

now. You may tell her 1 11 call for her answer in 

the evening, when I hope she '11 be come to her senses 

in all ways. \exit. 

Mrs. Jen. And pray. Miss, what d'ye think as I 'm 

to say to Sir Harry, for this here disobedience of his 

orders ? I 'd have 'ee to know, Miss, that if I does 

stretch a point like, just for my husband's master- — 

Miss Bel. "Woman, be silent — 

Mrs. Jen. Marry come up, woman quotha ! But 

I 'd have 'ee to know Miss, as how if I he's a woman, 

I he's an honest woman, and that's more nor every 

body can say for theirselves. 

Miss Bel. Mrs. Jenkins I entreat you 1 am 

ill 1 cannot listen to you — — I beg you would 

leave me. 

Mrs. Jen. Leave me, indeed ! Can't listen ! 
Fine airs I trow, in a kept Miss. But when Siy 
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Harry comes, I warrant hell find a way to make 
you listen. • [exit muttering. 

Miss Bel. Sir Harry make me ! When he 
comes ! Oh let me fly while it is yet in my power- 
Whither? I care not. Once safe from him, I fear 
nothing. I shall then be able to reflect. [exUhaMy. 



END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I. 



Mrs. Deborah ARLmaTON's House. 
Enter Rawlins and Mrs. Rawlins. 

Mrs. Raw. We're safest here while they 're all 
out. Now, Jack, do you mind your Fs and your Q's. 

Raw. Never fear me, Sal. D' ye think I 've been 
so long own gentleman to my Lord Dandyman, and 
now to such a prime blood as Mr. Darley, and don t 
yet know how to come over an old quiz ? 

Mrs. Raw. None of your slang, brother, or 
there 's an end of the plot. 

Raw. Why it's all the go, you silly jade. 

Mrs. Raw. May be so, but it won't do with 
my lady, for all that. She 's a mighty peticklar body; 
minds fashion and all that, no more nor nothing at 
all, and thinks all about love, and adventures, and 
sich like. Can you talk about uncontrollable 
passion, and^— irresistable sympathy, and and 
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overwhelming sentiment, Jack? That's Mis. De- 
borah's sort. 

Raw. Let me alone, Sal, I We not studied my 
Lady Dandyman s novels for nothing. If that s the 
trash that '11 nab old Deb., I '11 tip it her, neat as im- 
ported. 

Mrs. Raw. Sink the Deborah, brother ; call her 
Miss Arlington, and seem to take her for a chicken. 

Raw. Hold your jaw, Sal, d' ye take me for a 
spooney, that you must teach me how to tickle an 
old trout? 

Mrs. Raw. Nay brother, if I did not know you 
to be a spunkey lad, I should never have thought of 
such a business, but sure I must know best how the 
land lies here; and mind, above all, you steer clear of 
my Lady Arlington, for she 's as sharp as a needle, 
and would smoke you in a jiffy. 

Raw. Ay, ay, she 's counted a 'cute one. 

Lady Arl. (without.) Bring candles, it is 
quite dark. 

Mrs. Raw. Lud, Lud, there she is, as I 'm alive! 
I would 'n't have her set her eyes on you, dark as it 
is, for all the varsal world. Here, here, quick this 
way, down the back stairs, and off with you. 

^exk Rawlins. 
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Lady Arl. Is my Aunt, come in, Rawlins ? 

Mrs. Raw. No, my Lady, not yet, my Lady — 
ihall I take your Ladyship's shawl, if you please, my 
Lady? 

Lady Arl. Thank you. 

^exit Mrs. Rawlins, eurUet^ing, 
WTiy do I so idly sufifer my thoughts to dwell upon 
Darley's schemes, when I know that I can expect 
lothing, absolutely nothing from them ? Not even 
the rescue of the silly victim, which might perhaps 
iave been effected, had I obtained her address. As 

it is, He may indeed frighten her, but to hope 

that a poor foolish girl, who has sacrificed her friends 
stnd her character to her passion, even if she should 
thus far have preserved her innocence, should alone, 
unassisted, be able to extricate herself from the 
snares into which she has fallen, would be about as 
reasonable as to believe a man of the present day 
capable of a passion so strong and disinterested as to 
induce him to give up ten thousand a-year for the 
sake of a pretty face. I have seen too much of life 
to indulge in such dreams. 

Mrs. Deb. {tokJuiut) Permit me to conduct 
you this way, lovely trembler, where I perceive lights 

VOL. I. 8 
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which may reveal our S3nnpathetic features to each 
other. 

Enter Mrs. Deborah Arlington, leading 

Miss Belmour, veiled. 

And here is my tender relative, who will unite with 

me in assuaging your terrors and alleviating your 

sorrows. 

Miss Bel. {aside.) Lady Arlington ? How un- 
fortunate ! What shall I do ? 

Lady Arl. What adventure have you been en- 
gaged in now, Ma'am ? Who have you got with 
you? 

Mrs. Deb. The darkness of the hour in these 
short days, and her uncontrollable perturbation, have 
hitherto prevented my knowing more of my inter- 
esting companion than what you see, sweet Jane, the 
grace of her appearance. My adventure is shortly 
this. As I was stepping into my carriage in Bond 
Street, after providing a supply of nourishment for 
the mind, this lady, breaking from the rude grasp of 
some insolent young men who sought to detain her, 
entreated my assistance, and I accomplished her 
liberation, by inviting her into the carriage, and 
bringing her home with me. 
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Lady Arl. A very characteristic adventure. I 
hope we may be indulged with a sight of your 
protegee, 

Mrs. Deb. Permit me, lovely afflietcd stranger, 
to join in my niece's request that you would reveal — 

Miss Bel. (unveiling,) Your wish to know who 
I am, Madam, is a command that I cannot disobey. 

Mrs. Deb. Susan Belmour! Incomprehensible! 

Lady Arl. Susan Belmour ! Why mercy, child, 
how came you to be taking a solitary moonlight 
stroll in Bond Street ? Did you mistake it for the 
shrubbery at Arlington Rectory? 

Miss Bel. Perhaps the situation in which Mrs. 
Arlington found me, might be partly attributed to 
my ignorance of the degree to which London differs 
from my native village. Yet, in truth, had I been 
better informed, I hardly know if I should have 
acted otherwise. I must still have fled, at all 
hazards, from the evils to which I was exposed. 

Lady Arl. You speak more to Aunt Deborah s 
comprehension, than to mine. I have no guess at 
the evils that should send a young lady alone, into 
the streets, after dark. But, by the way, how came 
Belmour not to tell us that you were in town ? 
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Miss Bel. Belmour! Did you say Belmour? 
Is my brother in England ? 

Lady Arl. Are you not with him ? 

Miss Bel. I should not then be the friendless, 
desolate creature I am. 

Mrs. Deb. I rejoice in the power of affording you 
consolation, my charming yoimgfriend. Your brother 
is in London, and you may immediately be restored 
to his guardian care. But, I beseech you to relieve 
our solicitude — since you are not with him, in- 
form us 

Miss Bel. I was about to do so, when my joy 
at learning I still had a friend, a support, inte^pted 
me. I believe, ladies, you are not ignorant that 
when the loss of my dear father deprived me of a 
home, I sought an asylum with an elderley maiden 
relation, from whose temper and penurious disposi- 
tion I shrank, even before I had experienced them. 

Mrs. Deb. And did you find them so insup- 
j)ortable, that you unadvisedly fled from her ty- 
ranny ? 

Miss Bel. Possibly the irksomeness of my si- 

« 

tuation with her, might combine with my girlish 
inexperience, to render me more credulous, when— 
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when a gentleman, who was upon a visit in the 
neighbourhood, persuaded me to cut short all alter- 
cation and suspicion, by privately quitting her house, 
and accompan3dng him to town, whence, he said, I 
might at once announce my marriage, and make her 
ample compensation for the very few kindnesses I 
had received from her. 

Lady Arl. You are Susan Belmour no longer 
then? 

Miss Bel. Upon our arrival, he placed me .in, as 
I thought, respectable lodgings, and told me that our 
nuptials must be delayed, until a law suit, of which 
he daily expected the decision, was terminated, or he 
should forfeit a considerable portion of his fortune. 

Lady Arl. Did he no farther explain so singu- 
lar a law suit ? 

Miss. Bel. No, nor did I press an impleasing 
subject, although conscious of the awkwardness of 
my situation, and therefore avoiding society; I awaited 
without a suspicion of his sincerity, the day that 
would restore his liberty. But an hour or two 

ago— 

Lady Arl. An hour or two ago ! 

Mrs. Deb. He could not surely betray such 
fascinating confidence ? 
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Miss Bel. A stranger intruded upon my letiie- 

ment, and by his language, by by by ^In 

short, betrayed to me the light in which he, in whom 
I trusted, had represented me to his associates ; told 

me that ^in short conyinced me that marriage had 

never been intended ; that I was ensnared for the 
vilest of purposes, though the deceiver had not yet 
dared to discover himself. 

Lady Arl. You have not informed us who this 
modem Lovelace is. 

Miss Bel. Excuse me, I have no wish to revenge 

myself by disgracing him in the eyes d[ of the 

world. 

Mrs. Deb. Incomparable generosity ! And to 
what measures, my persecuted Susan, did you resort 
upon this excruciating incident ? 

Miss Bel. Anxious only to avoid the man who 
had betrayed me, with, perhaps, too little consi- 
deration of the lateness of the hour, I instanilj 
quitted the house. I hoped to find some conveyance 
to my aunt's neighbourhood, and determined to con- 
fess my folly, to submit to her displeasure, and to 
bear all the taunts, reproaches, and suspicions that I 
must expect, as the due punishment of my absurd 
credulity. 
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Lady Arl. fcuide.J So, so ! It is upon Susan 
Belmour, then, that all my hopes are to rest ! Thus 
fjEur Darley's operations have answered better than I 
expected ; if indeed this extraordinary coincidence 
has really occurred naturally, (nwmng,) Belmour's 

arrival ^Darley s communicatiyeness and proposed 

sdiemes ^An insult at the door of my romantic 

aunt's circulating library, whilst her carriage is 
standing there Humph ! 

Mrs. Deb. Admirable ^1 ! Your heroic reso- 
lution is in harmony with the delicate generosity 
that spares your unworthy betrayer. 

Lady Arl. But your brothei^s very seasonable 

arrival. Miss Belmour, ^will not that change your 

plans ? \0h9eTmng her. 

Miss Bel. I should certainly wish to see Charles 
before I take any decisive step. But I cannot meet 
his eye until he knows me guiltless of aU beyond 
imprudence. If I might venture to encroach farther 
upon Mrs. Arlington's goodness 

Mrs. Deb. My heart and house would be open 
to such heroism, and such sufferings in a stranger, 
and the daughter of our late venerated pastor has a 
right to my hospitality. 
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Miss Bel. May I then request the shelter of 
your roof, until I shall haTe written to my brother 
what I have just related, and received his answer? 

Mrs. Deb. The roof that is blessed by. affording 
shelter to persecuted virtue, will acquire in my esti- 
mation the charm of sentiment. 

Lady Arl. Cstill oUerowg her,) There is one 
difficulty in the way of your writing to Behnour. 
He did not tell us where he is to be found, and you, 
Miss Belmour, are as ignorant upon that subject as 
ourselves, I presume. 

Miss Bel. It is only through your Ladyship that 
I am acquainted even with his return to England. 

Lady Arl. Then you must be content to wait 
hero till we see or hear something more of him. And 
that you may do so the more patiently, you shall 
renew your acquaintance with some old Arlington 
Park friends. You have not forgotten my cousin, 
Sir Henry Riverstone, I dare say. 

Miss Bel. Sir Henry Riverstone? Oh no, 
but 

Lady Arl. You will see him at dinner. 

Miss Bel. Forgive me, dear ladies, if, under my 
present circumstances of embarrassment, of mortifi- 
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cation, until I have my brother s sanction, I entreat 
permission to conceal myself from every one. 

Mrs. Deb. Far be it from us, my interesting 
young friend, to wound your sensitive delicacy. My 
niece wished, by social intercourse, to dissipate your 
distressful meditations, but would not for worlds at- 
tempt to control your inclinations, [a knock heard. 

Lady Arl. Consult your own' pleasure, by all 
means, but if you really desire to remain unseen you 
must fly, for that knock announces, what, in spite of 
candles, I must call a morning visit. 

Mrs. Deb. Suffer me to conduct you to a retreat, 
where none shall presume to violate your seclusion. 

[exit with Miss Belmour. 

Lady Arl. Can all this be a contrivance to pro- 
yoke me to refuse Riverstone ? If it is, they shall 
play out their play, as they please ; I have no part 
to perform but that of audience, or dupe, if they will, 

to the denouement exclusively, that is to say 

Ent^ Servant. 

Serv. Mr. Belmour. [eant. 

Lady Arl. Belmour ! Can he be an actor ? Is 
it possible ? And wiU what I thought the romance 
of inexperience prove hypocrisy? Alas, alas, for 
human nature ! 
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Enter Belmour, 

Bel. You will think me very troublesome, Lady 
Arlington, but, even at the risk of a reproof for my 
intrusion at this late hour, I could not repress my 
anxiety — : — 

Lady Arl. What anxiety, Mr. Belmour? {amds) 
Is he going to relate his part of the story? 

Bel. I fear you may blame my impertinenoe 
still more than my intrusion, but after what you told 
me this morning, I really was urged by an irresisti- 
ble impulse to make some inquiries respecting Sir 
Henry 

Lady Arl. Thinking that I ought to get his 
character, before I finally engage him as a husband ? 

Bel. And every report I have received, paints 
him more and more unworthy of the happiness to 
which you allow him to aspire. 

Lady Arl. Unworthy? Why, yes, I have 
heard it whispered that he is very far from being the 
first rate man of fashion, that' I might, to be sure, 
have some title to expect. But I should not have 
supposed that you, Belmour, would so absolutely 
condemn a man, merely because an original weakness 
of his nature prevents his quite emulating the 
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steady flights of his friend Darley into the elevated 
regions of extravagance, notoriety, and licentionsness. 

Bel. Good God, Lady Arlington! Can you 
treat such a subject with such levity ? 

Lady Arl. Why, is any thing worse than want 
of fashion laid to his charge ? 

Bel. How shall I find words to inform you, 
without ofiFending your delicacy, that, even while 
permitted to hope that you will sanction his preten- 
sions to your hand, he is engaged in a low amour. 

Lady Arl. Low? I had heard rather a more 
favourable account of the affair — 

Bel. Lady Arlington, you Oh, do not tell 

me you knew of it ! 

Lady Arl. I can have no right to expect an 
exclusive attachment on his part, whilst I give him 
nothing more than my hand, and a sort of cousinly 
kindness — 

Bel\ And with itich feelings you will marry him! 

Lady Arl. I should not have thought of it of 
my own accord, I believe ; but my Uncle has left 
me no option. 

Bel. Why will you, for so contemptible a motive — 

Lady Arl. Because I have a foolish kind of 
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dislike to the notion of dying of hunger, hoth for 
myself and my child ; though, in truth, the world 
offers so little worth living for, that I hardly know 
why, and I am not always very sure whether, the 
wisest thing I could do, would not be to hang myself 
and her one morning in our garters ! 

Bel. There is something in the manner, in the 

tone of this levity, more acutely painful to me 

Lady Arl. I told you that I was grown inter- 
nally old and ugly — 

Bel. It cannot be yet too late. If I durst ven- 
ture to solicit, to hope it might be possible yoa 
could be content, could condescend to share my lot, 

such as it is 

Lady Arl. What diflference would that make, 
except, indeed, starving in a larger party ? 
Enter Mrs. Deborah Arlington, during ike hut 

speech, 
Mrs. Deb. Surely, my best loved Jane, you 
cannot doubt the constancy of my afiPection, that you 
speak thus. 

Lady Arl. I have every reason, my dear Aunt, 
to rely upon your kindness, but you forget that cir- 
stances may change. If you should become a wife for 
instance ? 
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Mrs. Deb. None, believe me, not even the tend- 
rest of connexions, could ever alienate my suscepti- 
)ly sensitive heart, from its early friendship^ and if 

but my blushes reprehend the insinuation. 

Lady Arl. Well ; then, I suppose I must frankly 
confess that the bread of dependence does not quite 
relish with me any more than witTi old Dante ; that 
not even your kindness can quite sweeten its salt. 
And now I shall leave you to comment upon my 
pride, folly, avarice, or whatever you may please to 
call it, the toilet claiming my attendance, as, if I do 
not devote more time than usual to its duties, I 
shall stand no chance of eclipsing my rival in Sir 
Harry's eyes, (aside.) Such a dereliction in him, 
is too sad to be laughed at. \jant. 

Bel. My senses are surely under the influence of 
some potent illusion. It is impossible that the ele- 
vated sentiments, the glowing feelings, the energetic 
character I have so long silently idolized, should in- 
deed be all lost in the levity of a frivolous, heartless, 
clever woman of the world. 

Mrs. Deb. Alas, Mr. Bclmour, this deplorable 

alteration 

Bel. Spare me, Mrs. Arlington, spare me ! Do 
not tell me it is real. 
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Mrs. Deb. With agonized sensibility I must ac- 
knowledge that my still fascinating Jane has but too 
truly lost those exquisitely divine distinctions, that 
originally enthralled my admiring affection. 

Bel. Excellent woman! The mind that could 
appreciate her, must have boasted kindred worth. 

Mrs. Deb. Flatterer ! Yet I must own the com- 
mon herd 

Bel. They could see in her nothing beyond her 
beauty and her talents; those are unchanged. Hat 
tell me, whence originated this moral degradation ? 

Mrs. Deb. Alas! This ever to be lamented 
alteration occurred even at the moment when my 
fond heart trusted to beholding all her touching and 
magnanimous qualities, shine forth with redoubled 
lustre. 

Bel. Explain yourself, I entreat you. 

Mrs. Deb. My late deluded nephew, her un- 
worthy Lord, destroyed his fortune at the gaming 
table, his health in bacchanalian orgies, and permitted 
the arts of that portion of my sex, which, equally in 
the higher as in the lower walks of life, I blush to 
acknowledge, to seduce his faith from his then in- 
comparable Jane ; and she, whilst I anticipated her 
displaying the most affecting, heart-broken resig- 
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nation, united to the most dignified contempt of all 
the vices that had annihilated her felicity, she 

Bel. What did she do ? Speak quickly. 

Mrs. Deb. She plunged headlong into the vortex 
of dissipation, hecame the object of universal admi- 
ration, — ^became, in short, what you now see her. 

Bel. The trial was too severe for her fortitude. 
I had not suspected her of such frailty. 

Mrs. Deb. I trust I am not misunderstood. I 
have not said any thing that should create a suspicion 
of the angelic purity of my unfortunate friend's 
virtue. 

Bel. Her purity is above suspicion. But of 
what value is the lifeless form of virtue, deprived of 
the soul that gave it warmth and being ? 

Mrs. Deb. A beautiful sentiment; yet suffer not 
a too refined sensibility to seduce you into imder- 
valuing virtue. 

Bel. Undervaluing virtue ! Who shall dare to 
imdcrvalue the noblest characteristic of man, his 
proud and true distinction from the beasts of the 
field, that by which alone he can aspire to emulate 
superior natures ! 

Mrs. Deb. How congenial to my heart is every 
word you utter ! 
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Bel. In your Bympathy, my kind friend, I duJl 
hereafter seek consolation. I must now leave you, 
and in solitude endeavour to acquire resolution to 
support me under this severe disappointment ci all 
my hopes. To see her another's I have enduied, 
and would strive to endure again Mdth resignation, 
were that other worthy of her. But to see her 
fallen — for that I was indeed unprepared ! t^ww^. 

Mrs. Deb. If you could command yourself suffi- 
ciently to return hither in the evening, Mr. Belmour, 
we expect Sir Henry and a few friends, and hj 
seeing her in his society, you might judge 

Bel. If I can subdue my agitation, I will return. 

[fjcit. 

Mrs. Deh. In my sjTnpathy he will seek conso- 
lation, and I trust he will find it ! So sni)crior a 
8i)irit deserves to meet with a congenial heart. She 
now merits him not. 

Enter Mrs. Rawlins cni tip toe^ looking cautioufh 

about, 

Mrs. Raw. (mysterioiislt/,) Is your La'shij) 
quite alone, Mem ? Might I speak one word safely? 

Mrs. Deb. What is the matter, Rawlins ? 

Mrs. Deb. Oh dear, Mem, here has been thr 
finest gentleman ever I sec, a'most on his knees to 
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me for this hour past, to get him a minute's private 
audience of your La 'ship. 

Mrs. Deb. A private audience, Rawlins ? That 
would be contrary to all delicacy. 

Mrs. Raw. Dear, Mem, if your La 'ship is afraid 
of his ardour, I dares to say, now he have made me 
his confidant, he won't mind my being by, jist to 
save your La 'ship's delicacy, no more nor nothing. 
Walk in, my Lord Baron, my lady 's alone, and 
now 's your time to urge your suit. 

Enter Rawlins. 

Baron Rudolph, Mem, for your lover's a German 
Baron. I 've offcen heard your La 'ship say as nobody 
don't understand passion and sentiment like the 
Germans. 

MitS. Deb. A German! The countr3rman of 
Werter ! 

Raw. Most adorable Miss Arlington, that ex- 
clamation takes away the fright I've been in for fear 
the coldness of English prudery should be angry at 

a a precipitancy that comes, not from confidence 

in my own merit, for who can feel any thing but 
despair at your feet — — 

VOL. I. T 
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Mrs. Deb. (nmpering.) Dear Sir, I declare I am 
quite confounded. 

Raw. But from irresistible passion. But you, 
beautiful maid, who admire Werter, will make plenty 
of allowance for the uncontrollable susceptibility of 
my passionately sentimental nation. 

{hefcUls at her feet, 
Mrs. Deb. Sir, I beg, — I entreat — that position 
— my blushes — I must insist upon your rising sup- 
port me Rawlins — what should this mean ? 
QRawlins starts up at his own name — Mrs. Raw- 
lins motums him to he quiet. 
Mrs. Raw. Mean Mem ? What should it mean, 
but that the poor dear gentleman is oyer head and 
ears in love with you, Mem. 

Mrs. Deb. It is impossible, quite impossible. 
I do not recollect to have ever even seen the Baron. 
Raw. Modest as beautiful. Does the sun know 
all those he shines upon, and who admire his bright- 
ness. 

Mrs. Deb. I cannot really imagine how I should 
have overlooked so distinguished a person. Where 
have I had the honour of meeting 
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Raw. Last night at the Opera, most angelic 
Miss Arlington, your beauty first broke on my eyes, 

I was knocked all of a heap, and stood stood 

transfixed, gazing my soul away. When I came to, 

I asked the name of my Goddess, 

Mrs. Deb. Dear Sir, I declare I do not know 
which way to look. 

Raw. I learned that my destiny depended upon 
Miss Arlington, the protectress — protegee and niece 
of the Lady Arlington that was with you. Some of 
my friends. Lord Dandyman and Riverstone, offered 
to introduce me. But my passion, my sentiments, 
were too uncontrollable; I should have betrayed 
myself^ and been laughed at ; so I waited, in tor- 
ments not to be borne, till I, this morning, found in 
your gentlewoman a sympathising heart. And 
now (throvoing himself at her feet and seizing her 
hands)^ beautiful sovereign of my fate, speak, am I 
to live or die ? 

Mrs. Deb. Too impetuous. Baron, you really 
terrify me. I must reflect. 

Raw. Too hard hearted tyrant, what has love to 
do with reflection ? 

Mrs. Deb. But a passion so sudde n 
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Raw. Young and innocent angel, believe a Ger- 
man, true love is always felt on a suddeii, at the first 
sight of the heavenly girl. 

Mrs. Deb. You bewilder, you affright me,— 
my delicacy is alanned. 

Raw, Don't let your great delicacy harden that 
sentimental heart against me, or dread the conse- 
quences. When I have followed Werters heroic 
example, you '11 be sorry for your cruelty. 

Mrs. Deb. Horrible ! Horrible ! You would not 
surclv be so rash ? 

Raw. Who can answer for himself in the pangs 
of love and despair? 

Mrs. Deb. Rawlins come to my assistance. 
What, oh, what shall I do ? 

Mrs. Raw. Dear Mem, I 'm sure I only wonder 
how you can have the heart to resist so fine a gen- 
tleman, and so true a lover ; and I *m sure if he was to 
blow his brains out, as seems to be the fashion in his 
country, I should never sleep in peace again, and as 
for your La ship, ain 't you afeared as he 'd haunt you, 
Mem ? 

Mrs. Deb. Really, really, to yield at the very 
first interview, is such a pitch of weakness, as I never 
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met with, even in the most sensitive heroines. It 
would be a violation of all virgin, all feminine de- 
licacy. 

Mrs. Raw. And will your La'ship kill so fine 
a gentleman and so true hearted a one too, only for 
delicacy ? 

Mrs. Deb. Kill him, Rawlins ? Oh no, I do 
not bid him despair. 

Raw. a German in love can t live under such 
racking uncertainties. Promise me this beautiful 
hand, or I die at your feet. 

Mrs. Deb. Impossible ! At this very moment ? 
Really impossible. But I will see you again. 

Raw. And for how long do you condemn me to 
absence and despair ? For an hour ? 

Mrs. Deb. I will see you in the morning. 

Mrs. Raw. (aside to her brother.) Press her, 
that she mayn 't have time to consult Lady Arling- 
ton. 

Raw. To-morrow morning is an age. Before 
morning the fever of love and jealousy, raging in my 
blood, will kill me, and then you '11 be content. 

Mrs. Deb. But I should consult my friends, 
Lady Arlington 



Haw. That unfeeling wit, Lady Arlington? IF 
my fate is to be left to her, my own hand shall settle 
it. But oh, fairest of women, don't let your soft inno- 
cc yield to tytannouB influence. Determine for 
yourself, and this night. 

Mrs. Deb. You overpower me — Return then in 
the evening. 

Mrs. Raw. But, dear Mem, youllhave a sight 

of company you know in the evening, and so nice 

as your La'ship is in sieh matters, to be sure yon 

won't go for to expose the poor dear Baron's pasdons, 

and dospaira and flustrations afore them all ; to be 

flouted too, by my Lady Arlington, who sneers, as 

your La'ship knows, at tnie love. Poor dear gen- 

I ticman, I 'm sure lie's made my heart aehe for him. 

Raw. Remember what a Hacrifice I made to hide 

1 passion so sentimental from impertinont curionty. 

f I might have been introduced to you last night, but 

[ for my delicacy. 

Mrs. Deb. Be it so, ask for Rawlins, and slic 
I shall summon mcto you. 

Raw, And you promise not to mention my 
kiumie to any body. 

Mrs. Dbb, Wherefore should I not speak of 
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you, to your friends ? I expect the very gentlemen 
you named. 

Raw. I should die of jealousy if I thought you 
talked of me with the cold indifference your senti- 
mental delicacy would think right, or that a soft 
sigh or look gave them a suspicion that might make 
you laughed at. 

Mrs. Raw. There isn't ne'er a one among 'em 
as wouldn 't make their jokes of a lover. 

Mrs. Deb. What refined sensibility ! It is ex- 
quisite, and ah! I feel it is irresistible ! Be tranquil, 
I promise to bury in my own bosom every recol- 
lection of this never-to-be-forgotten interview. 

Raw. Bewitching sweetness. Millions of thanks 
my angel. 

Mrs. Deb. Alas ! I fear I have said too much, 
I must fly to conceal my blushes and my weakness. 
Rawlins, see the Baron safely out, and then come to 
my apartment. ^exit, 

Mrs. Raw. Give you joy Jack, you Ve bam- 
boozled her nicely. 

Raw. 'Gad, its well she took herself off though 
Sal. I couldn 't have stood it five minutes longer, if 
it had been ever so. 
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Mrs. Raw. My stars, how you talk ! As if 
there could be an easier way of getting three or four 
thousand a-year, than talking flummery to an old 
woman. 

Raw. Three or four thousand a year ! Is that 

aU? 

Mrs. Raw. Enough too I trow, for a chap 
as- ha'nt a crooked sixpence to bless his self 
with. 

Raw. Why if she was to be had with the com- 
mon kind of nonsense a man talks to all the girls 
as take his fancy, 'twould be well enough. But if 
the old one wants such out of the way gibberish as 
I should be ashamed of any gentleman's overhearing, 
why she ought to pay higher. 

Mrs. Raw. Mighty well. Jack Rawlins, mighty 
well; if you like sarvice better nor four thousand a- 
year, I 've no call to be bothering my brains about 
the matter, not I. 

Raw. Don't be so snappish, ye slut, I supppose 
I must e'en have her. So after her, Sal, blow tlio 
flame, and hinder her asking my master about me, 
d' ye hear. 

Mrs. Raw. Ay, ay, trust to me for that, and 
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from blabbing to that deuced Lady Arlington too, 
OT we shall all be blown up. Mind how you 
get off, don 't let her catch a glimpse of you. 

It AW. Never fear — Be you well on the look out 
in the evening. 

[eiceunt severally. 



END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

* 

A drawing room at Mrs. Deb. Arlington's opening 
into another in the hack scene^ where company is dit- 

covered. 
Enter from the hack scene Sir Henry Riterstone 

and Darlet. 

Sir Hen. I tell you, Darley, I must and will 
talk to Lady Arlington about Susan; I know 'tissihe 
who has spirited her away. 

Dar. My dear fellow, what a supposition. 

Sir Hen. I do not suppose, I know it. That 
antiquated Lydia Languish, the Aunt, told me 
plainly this morning they knew of my attachment, 
and advised me to confess it. 

Dar. One of her romantic vagaries. Ton my 
honour such an outrage against all decency never 
was heard of, as speaking to your bride about your 
girl would be. 

Sir Hen. I '11 not lose my Susan for etiquette, I 
promise you, no nor for any thing else in the world. 
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Did I not feel confident that Lady Arlington is at 
the bottom of her disappearance, I should be half 
distracted. 

Dar. I think you are more than half distracted 
as it is. 

Sir Hen. Lady Arlington fancies that by this 
manoeuvre she shall drive me to extremities ; per- 
haps that my agony at losing Susan, may force mc 
to have recourse to the brother, now he is come 
home too, and to offer matrimony. But I shall let 
her Machiavel Ladyship know that I am not to be 
taken in so easily. 

Dar. Ton my honour, Riverstone, I am actually 
ashamed of you. I shall not stay with you to wit- 
ness such grossierte. 

Sir Hen. If you are going back amongst them, 
tell this cousin of mine that I want to speak with 
her. 

Dar. As much as that, I may perhaps do for 
you. 

Enter from the hack scene Lady Arlington, Darley 

speaks to her aside. 

The nymph has vanished in consequence of my 
hints, the lover is raving, suspects you of having 
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carried her off, and intends your Ladyship the unu- 
sual favour of a confidential conversation upon the 
subject. 

Lady Arl. You really are a couple of exqui- 
sitely fine gentlemen, and infinitely too condescend- 
ing towards me. 

Bar, (aioud,) There you vdll find him, calling 
loudly for your Ladyship. \jxit into the hack scene. 
Lady Arl. So my most magnificent Coz., are 
these the airs of a husband, or of a dandy, you aie 
^ving yourself? Sending for me to receive the 
honour of your high mightiness's commands ? 

Sir Hen. Not a husband's yet, thank Heaven ! 
I dedred to speak with you in private. Lady Ar- 
lington, because, although you are not my wife, I 
have too much regard for your reputation, to accuse 
you in public, of that which you do not seem to be 
ashamed of having done. 

Lady Arl. I am not apt to be ashamed of what 
I do. 

Sir Hen. So much the worse. 
Lady Arl. But what is this charge, too heinous 
for any indifferent ears ? 

Sir Hen. A despicable jealousy,-- a busy, un- 
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worthy, impertinent interference with-^with what— 
with my concerns 

Lady Arl. I beg leave humbly to say that 
with your bashawship's concerns, I neither have, 
nor desire to have any thing to do. That I must 
marry you, is rather my misfortune than my fault; 
exclusive of that, the less we interfere with each 
other the better, ay, and inclusive too, if it might be. 

Sir Hen. Lady Arlington, Lady Arlington, this 
flippancy will not deceive me ; I know your Lady- 
ship too well for that. 

Lady Arl. It should seem then, you know my 
Ladyship better than I do myself. 

Sir Hen. Leave this foolery, and tell me at 
once what you have done with Miss Belmour. 

Lady Arj^. Miss Belmour ? What should I do 
with, a girl who lives two hundred miles off? 

Sir Hen. Lady Arlington, I have already told 
you that this will not do ; it will not pass upon me. 

Lady Arl. If it will not, we may as well re- 
turn to the company, for I have nothing better to 
substitute. 

Sir Hen. I know that you are acquainted with 
— with her being under my protection. 
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Lady Abl. If she is, so much the worse far her; 

^ and jierhaps, now that lier brother'a rutum renders 

her Iti^ destitute of a, better species of protection, m 

' much the worse for you too, my very dear cousin 

aadprefendu. But this is the first time I hare heard 

your name eoupled with her's. 

Sir Hen. That is false ! 

Lady Ahl. Really you improve surprisingly iu 
Btylo and manners. 

Sib Hen. Yuu are enough to drive a man out k\ 
his senses. 

Ladv Arl. Then 1 am afraid yuur senses will 
he iv & had way when wc shall he insepaiftbly 
united. 

Sib Ken. This may he very entertaining just t«i 
your Ladyship, but to me 

Lady Abl. You need not marry me, you know, 
if you do not like the prospect. 

Sir Hen. You are very obliging to espliun your 
purpuse, although I ])erfeetty understood it without 
your taking that trouble. But robbing rac of Miw 
Behnuur is not the way, that you may rely upon ; 
so speak out plainly, where is she ? 

Ladv Arl. I have already had the honov 
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assuring you, that you have yourself just given me 
the first information of your, — ^what am I to call it ? 
— seduction of Miss Belmour. 

Sir Hen. 'Zounds, madam, Mrs. Arlington told 
me this morning that you knew of my my 

Lady Arl. I wait patiently to hear what. 

Sir Hen. My attachment to that lady. 

Lady Arl. I cannot absolutely answer for what 
Mrs. Arlington may, or may not know, or say, 
though I must be allowed to doubt the accuracy of 
the assertion. But at all events, if she possesses the 
knowledge, she has kept it to herself. 

Sir Hen. Do you actually deny having heard of 
my — my entanglement ? 

Lady Arl. No, I do not. I have heard that you 
are the betrayer and calumniator of innocence which 
you have failed to seduce, but my informer either 
could not, or would not give me the name of your 
victim. 

Sir Hen. No moralizing. Lady Arlington, it 
suits neither the occasion nor the person. 

Lady Arl. Not the person to whom I address 
myself, most assuredly. 

Sir Hen. Lady Arlington, I will never suffer a 
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wife either to preach to me, to insult me, or to tor- 
ment loe with her jealousy, 1 promise you. 

Ladv Arl. You need not alarm youraelf witli 

I fears of my jealousy. I liopc to be as fnshionably 

[ indifferent a wife, as the world can show. AjxA I 

I promise you freely in return, to concern myself u» 

I Mttle about your amours, as about tlie grand Signer's. 

r But at the sume time I tell you, aa frankly, if tlit 

tneanB did otFer to rescue an innocent girl froiOi 

struotion, I should not stop to ask whether yoiiy{ 

any other exquisite happened to be the destroye*w 

Sir Hen. You acknowledge then — 

Lady Arl. Tiiat if I could save Sijsan Belmoui, 

since slie ia the victim, from you or any one else, I 

certainly should ; and tliat if I knew whither ehe 

had fled, 1 should not tell you. But I repeat my 

assertion, by you only have I been informed tliat you 

have ever seen liliss BBlmour, auice you met her, 

as my guest and friend, at Arlington Park. And 

now I think the comjiany in the other roiini will lie 

of opinion that we have cooed quite eno 

a pair of plighted turtles ; so I shall le: 

ir meditations. 
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Sir Hen. What am I to nndeistand ? Is she, or 
is she not, the cause of Susan's disappearance ? If 
she is not — Heaven and earth, what must I not fear ! 
But who can have dared — ^Who can have had the 
means of seducing — ^No, no, I will not, cannot, 
mistrust her truth — She loves me honestly, sincerely 
— suspicions of my designs only can have driven 
her from me. Can her brother have discovered her ? 
Hardly, (munng,) 

Enter from the hack scene Mrs. Deborah 

Arlington. 

Mrs. Deb. Thus let me fly from the uninter- 
esting insipidity of worldly conversation, to renew 
the intercourse of souls with my fascinating guest ; 
listening to her dulcet accents, I shall better be 
enabled to endure the tedious minutes that have yet 
to intervene, ere I again behold the too charming 
Baron — Sir Henry here ? How annoyingly incon- 
venient ! I must induce him to remove, or how en- 
ter the boudoir unobserved ? Sir Henry, I was ap- 
prehensive we had lost you. 

Sir Hen. (jmde.) The old Aunt ? Good : from 
her I may get the truth, {aloud.) I was upon the 
point of seeking you, Mrs. Arlington. 

VOL. J. u 
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Mrs. Deb. Me ? For what purpose ? 

Sir Hen. To request that you would give me 
some explanation of the conTersation we had this 
morning. 

Mrs. Deb. The conversation we had this morn- 
ing? 

Sir Hen. Yes. You may remember telling me 
that you were acquainted with — ^with the unfortu- 
nate attachment, which 

Mrs. Deb. Are you bent upon insulting me, 
Sir Henry Riverstone ? 

Sir Hen. Insulting you, Mrs. Arlington ? How 
can you imagine 

Mrs. Deb. Yes, insulting me— When the 
suavity of my disposition, and the eventful occur- 
rences of the day had obliterated all recollection of 
the offence, do you intentionally remind me 

Sir Hen. I really beg your pardon, I am quite 
conscious that the subject is indecorous, is improper 
for a lady's ear ; but my extreme anxiety, the per- 
turbation of my mind 

Mrs. It is now too late to recant — I may, I do 
forgive, but the past is irrevocable. 

Sir Hen. Listen to my exculpation, I beseech you. 
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I have just had a violent quarrel with Lady Arling- 
ton about 

Mrs. Deb. How, have you then confessed to 
her ? (aside.) I may have been too precipitate — 
perhaps it was an arti6ce, to veil his sentiments. 

Sir Hen. I have told her nothing but what she 
knew before, though she chooses to deny it. 

Mrs. Deb. To deny what ? 

Sir Hen. And now my last hope depends upon 
you. 

Mrs. Deb. Upon me ? 

Sir Hen. Upon you alone. 

Mrs. Deb. My dear Sir Henry, I declare I am 
quite shocked — I — I regret that inconsiderate re- 
sentment — that indiscreet precipitation 

Sir Hen. What do you regret ? Explain your- 
self, I entreat — I am on the rack. 

Mrs. Deb. That I should have rashly, heed- 
lessly engaged myself, to — t o 

Sir Hen. (ctside,) The malicious devil has 
bound her to secrecy. But surely I can wheedle it 
out of an old woman, {aloud,) My dearest, best 
friend, you cannot have been so unkind, you cannot 
have given your word- 
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Mbs. Deb. (^n^iU^ittii^ up.) You are right 
No, I did not give my word, I merely gave hop»— 
and into that I was overpersuaded. 

Sir Hen. Oh! If you have not given your 
word, you can be under no obligation. 

Mrs. Deb. Why, I really do begin to think I 
am still at liberty. 

Sir Hen. No doubt of it, and you will listen 
to my earnest entreaties, you ¥nll grant my petition. 

My dearest Lady 

Mrs. Deb. You distress — you bewilder me — 
give me time to consider. 

Sir Hen. Consider only my ungovernable 
passion. 

Mrs. Deb. (Hmperin^.) Your passion shall be 
rewarded. 

Sir Hen. Ten thousand blessings on you ! But 
I have not now leisure to thank you, you will for- 
give and indulge my impatience 

Mrs. Deb. Impatience ? Oh no, no ! My dear 
Sir Henry, you must not be impatient. 

Sir Hen. Not be impatient ! My best friend— 

Mrs. Deb. Oh, no ! Indeed you must not — ^re- 

liect upon the very peculiar circumstances in which 
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we are placed — ^We must consider Lady Arlington, 
we most consider the Baron — 

Sir Hen. Baron ! What Baron ? Have I a 
rival? 

Mrs. Deb. What have I said? No, no! Be- 
lieve me, you cannot have a rival. 

Sir BteN. Tell me then, where must I seek — -— 

Mrs. Deb. Seek ! Oh, he disbelieves me ! Oh, I 

shall faint ! Oh, dear ! Support me. {ffe gives her a 

chcnr impatiently.) You would not, I trust, be so 

hasty. 

Sir Hen. (aside. J Plague of her folly ! (cdoud.J 
My dear Ma'am, surely you must suppose that I 

shall be wretched, till I see 

Mrs. Deb. Oh ! Oh ! Oh ! That I should ever 
be the cause of a duel ! 

Sir Hen. A duel ! H — ^1 and the devil ! has this^ 
rival then triumphed over me ? 

Mrs. Deb. Do not admit so injurious an idea. 
Sir Hen. Then there can be nothing to fear ; and 
I again beseech you, tell me where my Susan is con- 
cealed? 
Mrs. Deb. Who ? 

Sir Hen. Miss Belmour. Where has Lady Ar- 
lington secreted her ? 
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Mrs. Deb. Susan Bdlmour! Have you been 
talking of Susan Belmour all this time ? 

Sir Hen. Of whom else could I be speaking ? 

Mrs. Deb. Perfidious monster! Inhuman traitor! 
Oh, I shall die, I shall die ! 

Sir Hen. What can be the matter now i 

Mrs. Deb. And have I then been laTishing all 
the treasures of a susceptible heart upon my rival 1 
Oh, I shall die, I shall die ! 

Sir Hen. Rival ? What the deuce, — ^but then 
she does know where Susan is. My dear Ma'am 

Mrs. Deb. Avaunt, deceiver ! Leave me to my 
despair, to death ! (starting up,) But I will not die 
unrevenged. (solemnly,) Yes, Sir Henry River- 
stone, I do know where the artful syren who seduced 
your fickle heart is concealed, but never shall the 
mystery be revealed to you. 

Sir Hen. My dear Madam, such inhumanity is 
not in your nature. 

Mrs. Deb. The softest natures, when provoked 
by falsehood and treachery, are metamorphosed ; and, 
I repeat it, the secret shall be buried in my bleeding 
bosom. — You shall partake the pangs you inflict. 

Sir Hen. (aside,) Devil take the old senti- 
mental idiot ! — But how steadily she keeps her eye 
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upon that door — Can Susan be in the house? — 
There? It's worth the trial at any rate, (aloud.) 1 
have much to allege in my justification, and we are 
here so liable to interruption — Suffer me to lead you 

to your boudoir, where {jfoi'n^ towards the door. 

Mrs. Deb. {getting between him and the door,) 
Never shall that sanctuary of sentiment be profaned 
by your intrusion ! 

Sir Hen. (trying to pass her.) But, dear Ma'am, 
it is for a most sentimental conversation, that I pro- 
pose 

Mrs. Deb. Never ! Never, whilst I have life to 
guard that door, shall you approach it ! 

Sm Hen. Nay, then I am satisfied, and you will 
pardon me — (^He puts her on one side^ and bursts the 
door open,) Susan, my adored Susan, where are you ? 
As he is rushing into the boudoir^ enter 
Miss Belmour. 
Miss Bel. This violence leaves me no choice but 
to come forth, in seaxch of friends who can defend 
me. 

Sir Hen. Why, Oh, why have you given me this 
alarm ? Why do I find you here ? 

Miss Bel. Ask your own heart. Sir Henry. 
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Mrs. Deb. What will become of me ? I sbaU 
expire if I remain here, a witness of my wrongs. I 
will fly to the seclusion of my own apartment, and 
there strive to allay the tempest in my soul, [exit. 

Sir Hen. My heart, Susan ? My heart overflows 
with love for you ; in it I can And no cause for youi 
desertion. 

Miss Bel. Love ? A heart filled with selfish- 
ness, deceit, profligacy, has no room for love. 

Sm Hen. Of Of what do you accuse me ? 

Miss Bel. It is unnecessary for me to defile my 
lips with an explanation. 

Sir Hen. That scheming, meddling Lady Arling- 
ton has, for her own purposes, been instilling the 
most unfounded suspicions into your mind. 

Miss Bel. Lady Arlington ia entirely uninformed 
upon the subject. An approving conscience is the 
only support which your arts, and my own weak cre- 
dulity have left me, and that I value too highly, to 
have degraded myself by seeking a paltry revenge in 
blighting your prospects with her. 

Sir Hen. Inconceivable girl ! But how then do 
I find you here ? 

Miss Bel. I solicited Mrs. Arlington's compas- 
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sion, believing her to be a stranger. It was not till I 
entered this room, that I discovered into whose hands 
I had thrown myself; and then, although obliged to 
relate some part of my story, to explain my situation, 
I suppressed the name of my betrayer. 

Sir Hen. Susan, dearest, incomparable Susan, 
what can I say to you ? 

Miss Bel. There is nothing to be said. Sir ; and 
I must request that you would suffer me to seek 
Lady Arlington. After what Mrs. Deborah has seen, 
further conceahnent is out of the question. 

Sir Hen. Never, never will I consent to your 
leaving me, to seek my bitterest enemy. 

Miss Bel. I cannot hear such expressions ap- 
plied to my friend, to your bride. 

Sm Hen. Tell me how such suspicions^— —who, 

or what has put it into your head that I 1 could 

ever 1 do not know how to justify myself till 

you explain 

Miss Bel. I would not have you attempt it — 
Yet there I am wrong — ^You cannot sink yourself too 
low in my esteem, for my tranquillity 

Sm ELen. Susan, you still love me, I know you 
do— You will forgive a fault prompted by uncon- 
trollable passion. 
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Miss Bel. A premeditated plan for my ruin. 

Sib Hen, Oli no, no ! I was Lurried away, I 
did not reflect 1 trusted to chance, to Ijuly Ar- 
lington's caprices— 

Misa Bel. Eeflections npon her, I will not heat 
— and in truth I need not. You ean scarcely appeal 
more despicable in my eyes, than you now do. 
Enter Lady Arlington /rom the back *eene. 

Ladt Abl. {atopping thort, aside.) What, toge- 
ther here ! Waa not the course of proceedings suffi- 
ciently organized, that a fresh consultation must b« 
held ? Or cannot the impatience of what Aunt 
Deborah calls irresistible passion, endure one evetung's 
separation ? 

Eiiler BELMom/i-om the aide teew, 

Bel, (dlarting.) My sister! Lady Arlh 

Miss Bel. (^breaking /rom Sm Hesht, 
fining to Belmour.) Charles, I am innocent, indeed 
I am innocent ! 

Bel. Of that, Susan, finding you here, I cannot 
admit a doubt, tliough liow to understand it 

Lady Arl. (<uide.) He too ! (afoarf, urffanoi^.) 
I fcar I am very much in the way ; but really you 
BhouEd have fixed upon a more private situation. Or 
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perhaps I am mistaken, and this scene may be intended 
chiefly for my benefit. Indeed, all things considered, 
that seems most likely. If such be the case, pray go on. 

Bel. What does all this mean? Sister — Lady 
Arlington — Sir Henry Riverstone, is it to you I 
must apply for an explanation ? 

Sib Hen. My explanation is at your command, 
Mr. Belmour, whenever you choose to require it in a 
proper manner. 

Ladt Arl. Admirable, admirable indeed, gentle- 
men ! Brutus and Cassius do not quarrel better. 

Bel. Every woid increases my perplexity. One 
professes an innocence that never was called in ques- 
tion — another speaks as if an explanation necessarily 
meant a duel 

Lady Arl. A duel ? Oh, you will hardly think 
it requisite to carry matters that length. Or am I to 
send information to Bow Street? Though indeed 
Miss Belmour is the properest person for that office. 

Bel. While Lady Arlington utters only taunts, 
that are yet more incomprehensible to me than all the 
rest. 

Miss Bbl. Take me hence brother, and you shall 
know all. 



1 
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Bel. All ? What is there that I may not leiin 
at once ? 

Miss Bel. Not here, I cannot speak here. Take 
me away, away from him whose very presence is 
degradation ; away from the friend to whom I am so 
unfortunately become an object of jealou^— of sus- 
picion. 

Bel. To her are you such ? Come with me then, 
and relieve my anxiety. 

Lady Arl. Bravo ! Brava ! Bravi I I 

(after a struggle.) Charles, Charles, firom you I did 
not expect this ! ^hur8t9 into tear$^ and wi» 

Bel. (looking after her,) This mystery is in- 
supportable, {leading out Miss Belmoub. 
Sir Hen. Susan, Miss Belmour, you will not 
leave me thus — ^You will suffer me to explain — - 
you will listen to my exculpation. 

Bel. Your pardon, Sir Henry; when I have 
heard my sister's account of this extraordinary trans- 
action, I shall be better able to judge how far that is 
proper — you shall hear from me in the morning. 
Come, dear Susan, and let me understand what all 
this means. {exit with Miss Belmoub. 

Sm Hen. And what am I to do now ? She's 
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lost again the very moment I had found hex^— «nd 

lost irrecoverably, I fear, unless I resolve Oh ! I 

should be the laughing stock of the whole world, if I 
gave up Lady Arlington and the estates, to marry an 
imknown portionless country girl, one too, whom I 

have boasted of, as Impossible! I could not 

stand it ! Impossible ! But if Lady Arlington would 
refuse— — What can she mean ? What the deuce is 

it she seems to suspect ? That exclamation and 

she was in tears ! Lady Arlington in tears ! She 
must certainly be in love, and it must, it can only be 
with Behnour ! Well, if she marries him, she will at 
least share the ridicule ; and if I keep the fortune, the 
laughers will be on my side. We shall see what the 
morning will bring forth ; and as Susan is at all events 
safe, I may wait the more patiently. ^exit. 

Scene II. 
Mrs. Deborah Arlington's Dressing Room. 

Enter Mrs. D. Arlington. 
Mrs, Deb. Wretched, persecuted, insulted vic- 
tim, that I am ! Must the exquisite sensibility of a 
too susceptible heart, be made a mockery of by those 
whose grovelling souls cannot appreciate it ? Cold 
blooded, equivocating traitor ! Oh ! Oh ! Oh ! 
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Enter Eawlins. 

Riv. What dire misfortune can so ra£9e th« 
aubUme gerenity of tLat passionately aeotimenta) 
bosom? 

Mas. Deb. Baioa Budolph ! Alas ! Sach wan 
the perturbation of my disordered soul, that I recol- 
lected not my promise to admit you, 

Raw. Can so beautiful a form, hold so barbarous 
a spirit ? Most adorable as coldest-hearted of youi 
cold-hearted country women, you have spoken my 
&te ; aee me exocuto your will, \jainnff out a phial. 

Me9. Deb, Hold, hold, too impetuous youth! 
Were it possible for diffidence and susceptibility to 
he carried to excess, I should blame you. 

Raw, How? Amlnot condemnedtode8pair,th(3ii 

Mas. Deb. Alas ! Where but in you can I hope 
to find a soul capable of sympathising with, or com- 
prehendmg mo ? 

Raw. Raptures and transports ! This beautifot 
hand then is mine ! 

Mns. Deb. (aimpering.) Let my blushes apeftk 



Raw. Then let us fly this minute to that 
country, where Hymen is free. 



i to that htm^^ 
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Mrs. Deb. This minute ? Oh Rudolph, Ru- 
dolph, you are indeed too precipitate ! 

Raw. Do you think I will ever consent to leave 
you, my beautiful darling again, exposed to the in- 
fluence of the cold, sneering Lady Arlington. 

Miss Deb. Believe not that any influence can 
counteract your's. 

Raw. But how. Oh how, shall I confess to the 
Groddess of my idolatry, an indiscretion, which none 
but a heart, sentimental as my own, can understand. 

Mrs. Deb. Do me the justice to apprehend no 
misconstruction from me — I can understand you. 

Raw. Beautiful, sympathising angel ! Last Mon- 
day, as I was taking a lonely sentimental ride, I 
heard cries of distress, and upon asking about the 
cause, saw a countryman, a friendless German, in the 
clutches of a savage bailiff. 

Mrs. Deb. He did not, I am certain, continue 
friendless ! 

Raw. Rapturous sympathy of sentiment ! You, 
my idol, will not then despise or condemn me, be- 
cause I paid his debts with all the money I had got, . 
without once thinking of the consequences to myself. 
— Now I am pennyless, till I receive remittances from 
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my steward in G«nnany, which I can't do for some 
time, and you, most adorable of women, will, in the 
mean while, be torn from me by some luckier rival 

Mrs. Deb. Your doubts are unkind ! 

Raw. But 111 see if I can't borrow enough &om 
some of my friends — : — 

Mrs. Deb. To what friend would you apply, in 
preference to me ? 

Baw. Can you, my lovely angel, lend me the 
means— 

Mrs. Deb. I have but a trifle by me, but in the 
morning I can supply you with whatever you may 
require. 

Raw. To-morrow, then, shall carry us to happiness 
and Gretna Green — Farewell most adored, I must go 
now, that I may spend the night in preparations to 
forward our journey — Farewell, my angel, and dream 
of me. (aside.) So, that's done — I suppose I've 
time enough to be home before master wants me. 

{exit 

Mrs. Deb. I shall be condemned ; — but such is 
ever the lot of superlative sensibility. Dream of 
thee ! Oh Rudolph ! Rudolph ! [«ri/. 

END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 
Mrs. Deborah Arlington's House, 

Lady Arlington alone, 

Ladt Arl. After all, what is there in the whole 
transaction so different from the common coursis of 
things, that it should thus occupy, thus engross my 
attention ? Riverstone has a mind to marry according 
to his own fancy, keeping the Temple property, and 
all the parties concerned try to provoke me into re- 
fusing him ; or, if that £eu1s, to seduce me into marrying 
another. At least promising to marry another, which 
would answer every purpose, as well, not to say 
better. What is there in that, worth thinking about ? 
I wonder though what Belmour would have done, 
had I taken hiin at his word — he would scarcely have 
burthened himself with a poor wife, to procure his 
sister a rich husband — ^Pshaw ! As if a man could 
ever be at a loss to get rid of an inconvenient engage- 

VOL. I. X 



nwm e y c i aOy one with a wonuai ! Well \ I 
aw duoogh them iD, and took care that they ^onld 
k]»jw I did so. I am not dnped ; why then ^ould 
an this diatnzb me ? The wonder would have been, 
if Behnonr had not heoome like the rest of his aex. 
Emter SKRYXSTj/ailotced by Dabley. 

Sebt. Mr. Dariey. [jtMl. 

Lady Abl. (atideJ) Dariey — Ay, and what 
ciMild he have to do with the plot ? Did he engage 
throQgh pnre love of mischief ? Or periiaps he is 
amply to he remunerated for his trouble ? 

Dab. Now, my dear Lady Arlington, what do 
vou sav to mv manoeuvres now ? 

• • « 

Ladt Abl. Xothini: — I must see some result 
tKfUi them, before I can sav anv thinflr. 

Dab. Result : Yon suiprise me, 'pon honour. 
What result would vou have ? 

Lady Abl. One that might be of some possible 
use to me. 

Dab. What do you call the girl's flight, River- 
stone's pursuing her hither, lus open declaration to 
yourself of his passion for her, and her brother s in- 
terference ? 

Lady Abl, Vastly pretty exhibitions, all of 
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them, certainly, but nothing to me beyond the en- 
tertainment of the moment, if that is to be all. 
Dar. All ? How can that be all ? It cannot end 

so. 

Lady Arl. Are they married ? 

Dar. Not yet, I suppose; but of course he 
cannot get her out of the brother's hands again, 
without marriage. 

Lady Arl. Perhaps not ; but he can leave her 
in the brother s hands without marriao:e. 

Dar. Do you still doubt his passion, after what 
you saw last night ? 

Lady Arl. However I might be misled in the 
morning, I have no doubt whatever respectiug 
what I saw last night, Mr. Darley. 

Dar. Ton my honour, I don't understand you ? 

Lady Arl. That is a misfortune that I am 
pretty well accustomed to. 

Dar. Surely you saw nothing last night but 
what was agreeable to you ? 

Lady Arl. Infinitely agreeable. There are few 
things more so than seeing through a deep-laid 
scheme to deceive. 

Dar. (aside.) What the deuce ails her? She 
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can't }\c jealons of Riyeistone after all. (aloud.) 
^y}li^ attempted to deceive you, my dear Lady Ar- 
lin£:ton ? 

Lady Arl. Deceive me? Oh, Nobody, of 
course. I merely made a sort of general observation, 
l^ecausc we seem rather at a loss for conversation. 
When yon bring me word that the wedding is over, 
I shall know better what to say. 

Dar. (€md.\) There must be something the 
matter. Hey! Didn't Riveistone talk of her 
showing love for Belmour ? I may be done so, and 
mnst ascertain what I am about, (aloud,) What 
to say ? Yes, and what to do too, I hope, fair Lady. 

Lady Arl. You need not fear that ; I shall 
know very well what to do with my fortune when I 
get it. 

Dar. I make no doubt of that, especially with 
mv assistance. 

Lady Arl. Your assistance? I am vastly 
obliged to you, and will apply for it, whenever I 
find myself at a loss. 

Dar. We do not quite seem to understand each 
other this morning, yet I think your Ladyship can- 
not have forgotten our agreement. 
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Ladt Abl. Entirely, if we ever made one. 

Dab. Come, come, Lady Arlington, tliis is no 
jest. 

Lady Abl. So much the better, for it would bt? 
but a dull one. 

Dab. Was I not to reqeive your hand, in case I 
succeeded in fireeing you from Riverstone, without 
the loss of the estate ? 

Lady Abl. I remember your talking of such a 
thing, but not my assenting to it. 

Dab. If you did not positively assent, fon al- 
lowed me to live in hope. 

Lady Abl. ^ All men I hope live so.' I i^icnild 
be very sorry if you were worse o£F than others. 

Dab. Do you intend to run back from your 
word? 

Lady Abl. By no means — You may hop^. on 
for ever, if you like it. 

Dab. I am not to be put o£f in this way, Lady 
Arlington ; I must know what I am to rely upon, 
and I demand a plain answer, whether you do, or 
do not intend to abide by our engagement. You 
had better not make me your enemy. 

Lady Abl. Plainly then — My engagement was 
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to act according to the lawa of gratitude and honour, 
and I do not see that either can require my uniting 
myself to one who has, for a paltry self-inteiested 
consideration, either betrayed his friend, or, to the 
liost of his abilities, endeavoured to injure me. 
Rather than purchase my Uncle's inheritance at such 
a price, I would resign it unconditionally to River- 
stone. 

Dar. You will repent of this, Lady Arlington. 

Lady Arl. Hardly, I think. But if the plain- 
ness of my answer offends you, recollect that you 
yourself demanded it. I should never have been 
rude enough to speak out, if you would have under- 
stf^od a civil hint. 

Dar. Reflect a litUe longer upon the subject. 
Lady Arlington — ^Ton my honour you do not know 
what you are about when you defy me. 

Lady Arl. You are not taking the likeliest way 
to ]H'rsuado me to change my mind. But I believe 
w*^ have no more to say to each other just now, and 
n** it ij* to bo hoped that we may be better company 
rt litllo while hence, I shall wish you a good morning. 

Enter Servant. ^rin^s. 

Vii M*-*. Arlington know that Mr. Darley is here, 
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and that I am particularly engaged. Once more, 
good morning.- [exit. 

' Dar. Do not trouble yourself, Sir, I cannot stay 
to see the old lady, (aside) I will be revenged of 
her for this impertinence at any rate. She shall not 
carry it aH ^tnooth before her with Belmour, and the 
rest of them. [exit. 

Scene II. 
Sir Hexry Biysbstoxe's apartments. 
Enter Sir Hen|(¥^ and Jenkins rneeting. 
Jen. a gentleman* is billow, Sir, who calls him- 
self Mr. Belmour. 

Sir Hen. Belmour? Show him up instantly. 
{exit Jenkins) What shall I say to him ? Lose her, 
I will not. 

Enter Belmour. 
Bel. Last night. Sir Henry, you requested my 
sister to listen to an explanation of your conduct to- 
wards her — I come, in her name, to hear whatever 
you may wish to say. 

Sir Hen. May I not speak to Miss Belmour her- 
self, Mr. Belmour ? I would fain offer my justifica- 
tion, where I may hope to meet with a disposition to 
mercy. 
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Bel. I am ready to allow due weight to what- 
ever you may have to allege in your defence, hut 
my opinion of what has occurred must he very ma- 
terially changed, hefore I can suffer you again to see 
my sister. 

Sm Hex. I — I really do not know what it is 
that I am to explain. I have never heard of what I 
am accused. 

Bel. You are accused of having deluded my 
sister from her home hy a proposal of marriage, 
knowing that your engagement with Lady Arlington 
must render that proposal illusory. 

Sir Hen. I have no engagement with Lady 
Arlington, Mr. Belmour. Mr. Temple's will has oc- 
casioned an entanglement, but I give you my honour 
there is no engagement. 

Bel. Whether there may or may not be a formal 
engagement, it is very evident that you were not at 
liberty to make an offer of your hand, since you 
have been unable to complete your marriage. Or 
has there been any other reason for this indecorous 
delay ? 

Sir Hen. Other reason ? No, certainly not ! 
What other possible reaso n You do not suspect 
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me of any improper design ? Miss Belmour cannot. 
— ^The invariable respect I have observed towards 
her, might, I should have hoped, have satisfied her 
that — that 

Bel. My sister has told me that your behaviour 
had been so uniformly respectful and delicate, that 
no suspicion ever crossed her mind, until she was 
informed of your approaching union with Lady 
Arlington; and this circumstance, I confess, so 
fax staggered my judgment concerning the whole 
transaction, as to determine me to make you this 
vifflt, and listen to whatever you might wish to 
urge in your vindication, before I take any final 
decision. 

Sm Hen. Who could tell her so ridiculously false 
a tale ? Lady Arlington and I, never shall, never 
can be more to each other than we are at this mo- 
ment. Such a union would be equally repugnant 
to both. 

Bel. Possibly — But you cannot suppose. Sir 
Henry, that you are now offering me a satisfactory 
explanation ; and as I have no concern in the nature 
of the — ^the connection between you and Lady 
Arlington, you will allow me to leave you with 
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a positive prohibition of any further intercourse with 
my sister. 

Sir Hen. Mr. Behnonr, Mr. Behnour, one 
instant's patience! I may have been imprudent, 
premature, but, indeed, I had no idea, — no intention 
of any thing — ^I had hoped that long ere now, I 
should have been at liberty to lay myself and my 
fortune at Miss Behnour s feet. 

Bel. Then why have you not fairly stated joxa 
situation to Lady Arlington, and put an end to your 
difficulties ? 

Sir Hen. My dear Sir, are you not aware that 
by so doing, I should forfeit ten thousand a-year? 

Bel. If you have not made up your mind to 
that loss. Sir Henry, how can I possibly believe 
your intentions towards my sister honourable ? 

Sir Hen. Do not be so unjust, I only wished to 
wait, to take my chance of what might happen. 
You know if Lady Arlington refiises me, I retain 
the estate. 

Bel. And is such conduct fEiir to Lady Arlington? 
She spoke to me of the condition annexed to Mr. 
Temple's bequest, and showed no doubt of its being 
jointly complied with. 
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Sir Hen. Quite fair I assure you. Whatever 
she might say to you, we are hoth playing the 
same game, and cannot deceive each other. And, to 
confess the truth to you, I have been rather — 
rather careless in money matters, and without Mr. 
Temple*s legacy, should be something embarrassed 
as a married man. 

Bel. If you are not in circumstances to take a 
portionless wife, there is an end of the discussion, 
though we may part more amicably than I once 
thought likely. 

Sir Hen. Nay, but, my dear Sir, why so hasty? 
Why may I not take my chance of Lady Arlington's 
declaring off? 

Bel. Respecting the propriety of your own con- 
duct towards Lady Arlington, you must judge for 
yourself. Sir Henry; I am not called upon by duty, 
and certainly not by inclination, to interfere, even 
by an opinion. But as my sister must not in any 
way be implicated in such proceedings, let not your 
actions be influenced by an idea that your succeas 
will procure you her hand. You meet no more. 

Sir Hen. Mr. Belmour, you drive me to dis- 
traction ; allow me one moment to reflect. 

Bel. a moment to reflect ? What do you mean, 
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Sir Henry ? You cannot imagine that I am urging 
you to marry my sister ? 

Sir Hen. I imagine that you wish your sister s 
happiness and mine, and if I could devise any 
means — You require that I should speak openly to 
Lady Arlington ? 

Bel. If you have still any thoughts of my sister. 

Sir Hen. If I could prevail upon Lady Arling- 
ton, ii^ consideration of our mutual dislike to the 
condition with which Mr. Temple has loaded his 
hequest, to agree to release each other, and divide 
the fortune ? 

Bel. I should hold that to be a very fair pro- 
posal, if frankly and honourably made, and if the 
dislike be indeed mutual. 

Sir Hen. Will you then wait for me here whilst 
I fly to Lady Arlington ? And if I return with her 
consent, will you conduct me to Miss Belmour ? 

Bel. I will; and will tell her that you have 
atoned for your faults, and earned her pardon. 

Sir Hen. I will not be ten minutes absent, [exit, 

Bel. It will rest with herself then, to be free and 
affluent. Surely she will not for additional wealth 

Oh Heaven ! That I should have lived to 

doubt her under such circumstances ! 
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Dar. (without,) Not at home d ye say ? Un- 
lucky, pon honour, I want to see him prodigiously — 
D'ye think he'll he in again soon ? 

Jen. {without.) I should think hie would, Sir, for 
he has left a gentleman here, waiting for him I sup- 
pose. 

Enter Darley and Jenkins. 
Dar. {aside to Jen.) A gentleman ; who is he ? 
Jen. {a,8ide to Dar.) He gave his name Bol- 
mour, Sir. 

Dar. {aside.) Belmour? Beyond my hopes! 
falotid.J Very well, I shall wait for Sir Harry ; I 
must see him. ^eant Jenkins. 

{aside,) Now, my Lady Arlington, let's see if I can't 
throw a rub or two in your way. At the very least, 
I can perplex your operations, by persuading your 
inamorato that you are in love with Riverstone. If 
I could but send him off in a huff for himself, and a 

fright for his sister We shall see. {aloud,) I beg 

pardon. Sir, but I understand you are waiting for Sir 
Harry, and as it is very important that I should sec 
him, may I ask if you expect him back soon ? 

Bel. Very soon, Sir. He is gone to speak to a 
person upon business, and will return immediately, to 
impart the issue of the conversation to me. 
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Dab. -flL pexson upon bnanesB ? I trust I » 
not too late! HC^t I ask one more qufistkm? I 
hope he is not gone to ICas Bdmonr ? 

Bel. Yon hope, &? Do you :^p|»eheiid aiy 
danger to Miss Befanonr ? 

Dab. Danger to her, and cnxel snflferii^ to— — 

another. 

Bel. Yon terrify me — Explain yoniseli; I entreat 

you. 

Dab. You will pardon me — ^My anxiety had de- 
prived me of an consideration, 'pon my honour, Gt I 
should not have said what I already have. The 
feelings and characters of ladies are not to be trifled 
with. 

Bel. When I tell you that I am IkOss Behnour's 
brother, you will, periiaps, with respect to her, at 
least, allow my right to ask for information. 

Dab. Mr. Belmour ? Ton my honour I am quite 
shocked — I have been very imguarded, and I fear you 
may think impertinently officious. 

Bel. On the contrary, my dear Sir ; if you will 
explain to me what danger threatens my sister, you 
will be entitled to my warmest gratitude. 

Dar. The nature of the danger to which Miss 
Belmour is exposed from Riverstone's machinations, 
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can scarcely, I should think, require an explanation ; 
and, 'pon my honour, her spirited conduct upon 
detecting his designs, has so much diminished my 
fears for her, that my chief apprehensions are now for 
the fate of the other. 

Bel. The other ? You cannot mean Lady Ar- 
lington? 

Dar. God hless me ! What have I said, that 

should lead you to suspect But upon recollection, 

you are, I helieve, an old friend of the family, and if 
80, 1 need not dcruple to acknowledge to you, that I 
dread the excess of Lady Arlington's anguish, whe- 
ther he deserts her now, or marries her, to hreak her 
heart by his continued attachment to her rival. 

Bel. Lady Arlington's anguish? Riverstone 
break her heart? 

Dar. You are then ignorant of her passion for 
him ? Indeed I think I heard that you have been 
abroad, and since his infidelity, she does carry it off 
surprisingly. But her love for him, which had long 
ceased to be a secret, is so ardent, that I really be- 
lieve it was poor Mr. Temple's chief reason for making 
so strange a will ; though indeed, I must say, till he 
met with Miss Belmour, Riverstone seemed quite as 
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well pleased with the prospect of the match as her- 
self. 

Bel. Gracious Heaven! That frightful levitj 
was then only assumed to disguise an aching heart! 

Dar. What Riverstone's actual intentions aic, it 
is difficult to conjecture, although, to speak frankly to 
you, I can hardly helieve that a man capable of such 
conduct towards so lovely a woman as Lady Arling- 
ton, will sacrifice his fortune to sentiment. I came 
hither to remonstrate with him upon the subject, and 
to represent to him the condition in which I have 
just left the unhappy victim of his inconstancy. 

Bel. Whatever Sir Henry's intentions may be, 
nothing belonging to me shall, if I can prevent it, 
interfere with Lady Arlington's wishes. My sister 
is already indignant at the manner in which she has 
been deluded, and I am convinced that an account of 
the further duplicity which you have revealed to me, 
will determine her at once, to renounce her claimar 
and withdraw herself wholly from her unworthy 
lover s knowledge. May the recovery of such a man 
really prove a source of happiness ! 

Dar. (cuidle.) If we lose them altogether though, 
she and Riverstone may marry after all. (aloud,) 
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Nobly resolved, 'pon my honour. But, my dear Sir, 
you show such real concern for my fair and unfortu- 
nate friend, that you would, I should think, wish to 
learn whether yonr ^nerous sacrifice answers its pur- 
pose. If you will give me your address, I shall have 
sincere pleasure in communicating 

Bel. My address ? I have long been a wanderer 
npon the face of the earth, and at this moment can- 
not even consider where I ought to carry my sister. 
But if you, my good Sir, will favour me with your 
address, I will, when my thoughts and plans are 
somewhat settled, endeavour to express to you rather 
more coherently than I now can, my gratitude for 
your having afforded me the means of sparing a sor- 
row to Lady of securing my sister s tranquillity, 

I should say. 

Dar. No gratitude, my worthy friend ; you owe 
me none — ^'Pon my honour I have only sought to 
serve the person in the world I value most highly. 
But here is my card, and I assure you it will be the 
utmost gratification to me, to hear of you and Miss 
Belmour. 

Bel. Upon that you may rely; and you will 

VOL. I. Y 
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peiliaps indulge me ^dth intelligence o f of the 
result 

Dar. With the greatest pleasure, my dear Sir. 

Bel. Heaven bless and reward you! (aside.) 
Let me but think what she must suffer when she can 
only conceal her anguish by affecting that dreadful 
levity, and no effort will be dificolt. [exit, 

Dar. Fare-you-well, Sir Hero of Romance, you 
really have behaved to perfection. Ton my honour 
you are, without exception, the most obliging, accom- 
modating person, I ever had the good fortune to meet 
with. Now I must get out of the way before Eiver- 
stone comes back, and finds that I have delivered him 
of his intended brother-in-law, for it must have been 
all in due progress, by finding him so quietly estab- 
lished here — I should like to see her Ladyship receive 
the news of the flight. Might not I learn and com- 
municate it to her ? I must consider how that can 
be managed. [exit. 

Scene HI. 

Mrs. Deborah Arlington's House. 

Enter Lady Arlington and Servant. 

Serv. Miss Belmour, my Lady. 

Lady Arl. Miss Belmour ? Must I endure still 
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more of this? I am not at home — I camiot see 
her. 

Enter Miss Belmoub, exit Servant. 

Miss Bel. You must see me, indeed you must ! 

Ladt Arl. Miss Behnour, I 

Miss Bel. FoigiYO me, dearest Lady Arlington ; 
I know I intrude, I know the sight of me is painful, 
but 

Lai>t Arl. Oh dear, not at all, why should you 
think so ? Only I am unluckily engaged 

Miss Bel. My motive must be my excuse, you 
are equally concerned. Sir Henry and my bro- 
ther 

Ladt Arl. What of them ? 

Miss Bel. I know nothing, and dread everything. 
My brother went to Sir Henry, and does not return — 
K they should have quarrelled 

Ladt Arl. Is it necessary that I should be 
frightened too ? It would be hard, for I really see 
no occasion for either fright or quarrel. 

Miss Bel. I know not what you suspect, but, 
believe me, you are, you must be wrong. If Sir 
Henry be dear to you 

Ladt Arl. Pray do not distress yourself with 
any such apprehension. 
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Miss Bel. Lady Arlington, you spoke of means 
of interference, of prevention. Tell me, I beseech 
you, where can I apply, what can I do ? 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir Henry Eiverstone. {mt. 

Lady Arl. Could you not have told me plainly 
that you had made an assignation with him here? 
Though why you select this house 

Miss Bel. Permit me to withdraw, to avoid him. 
My fears are relieved. 

Lady Arl. As you please — You may retire into 
the boudoir again, if you like it. 

Exit Miss Belmour into the boudoir. Enter 

Sir Henry. 

Lady Arl. So, my most imperial Coz ; to what 
may I ascribe the honour of this visit ? Are you 
come to apologise for last night's behaviour upon the 
plea of intoxication ? Or, has Miss Behnour eloped 
again, and am I again to be accused of purloining her ? 

Sir Hen. I am come, my dearest cousin, to 
solicit your pardon for all the improprieties of my 
behaviour towards you, to throw myself entirely upon 
your mercy, and to place my fate in your hands. 

Lady Arl. That sounds better than your late 
style, at all events. But how am I to display my 
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mercy ? By forgiving, and marrying you ? Or by 
making you a present of the Temple property, unen- 
cumbered with my individual self? 

Sir Hen. I wish to speak seriously to you, my 
beloved Jane, to tell you, what I should not dare to 
say, had I not known you intimately, long before you 
limited your ambition to the title of a leader of 
fashion. 

Lady Arl. If your secret is suited to what I 
was, not to what I am, you had better keep it to 
yourself. My days of romance are gone by. 

Sir Hen. You shall not divert me from the pur- 
pose that brought me hither. Listen to me, I 
beseech you. 

Lady Arl. I do, with all the ears I have. 

Sir Hen. I scarcely know how to begin, but it 
cannot be requisite to tell you of my — ^my love for 
Miss Belmour. 

Lady Arl. Last night pretty well exhausted that 
topic, I should imagine. 

Sir EDbn. Still, I believe, you do not know what 
I have further to acknowledge to you. My early 
extravagance has so involved my fortune, that if I 
must wholly renounce the Temple property, I shall 
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be unable to many her. And now, my dear cousm, 
you have my whole confession, and I can only repeat 
that I throw myself whoUy upon your generosity. 

Lady Abl. It is something of the latest for 
that, my worthy cousin. 

Sib Hen. What can you mean by the latest? 

Lady Abl. I will teU you honestly, and if yon 

and your ^your fiiends would copy my honesty, 

it would make our intercourse easier, if less amusing. 

Sir Hen. I haye spoken so honestly, that I know 
not how to understand you. 

Lady Abl. Had you, when we were first made 
acquainted with my Uncles will, firanldy said, Jane, 
we are not fit for husband and wife, and this whim of 
making us so, would only spoil a couple of kind cou- 
sins ; let us set each other at Hberty, and divide the 
fortime ; I should have answered. Done, and probably 
have loved you the better. 

Sir Hen. My dear Cousin, at that time I— 
I 

Lady Abl. Or even when that first opportunity 
for honesty was past, had you, upon falling in love 
with Susan Belmour, if indeed you are in love with 
her, immediately and frankly told me the state of the 
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case, and appealed to my generosity, you would 
hardly, I believe, have appealed in vain. 

Sir Hen. My best Jane, is not that exactly what 
I am doing ? 

Lady Arl. But after first proving to me that 
without a particle of love, you were willing to take 
me among the rest of the moveables — after next, upon 
falling in love vdth Susan Belmour, endeavouring to 
frighten or disgust me — and when that failed, yester- 
day evening to provoke and insult me into making 
you a present of my only means of subsistence, as a 
reward for your conduct, to come now, as a,pisallery 
and attempt to work upon my friendship, my vanity 
perhaps, to stimulate me to sacrifice myself and my 
daughter to you!— -My dear cousin, you will 
forgive my repeating it is something of the latest. 

Sir Hen. Lady Arlington, is that your final de- 
termination? 

Lady Arl. I have no taste for being duped in 
trifles any more than in things of consequence. 

Sir Hen. (after a moment's reflection,) I regret 
your determination, but quite as much for your own 
sake as for mine. I know you well enough to be 
certain, notwithstanding all which has now passed, 
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that the time will come, when you will be sorry for 
what you have said. 

Lady Arl. Spare your regrets till that time 
arrives. 

Sir Hen. As for myself, I own, I did wish to 
have a fortune, a competence at least, to offer Miss 
Belmour, in expiation of the wrongs I have done her; 
but I am not sure that the proof of devotion I can 
now give her, in braving poverty for her sake, may 
not be quite as acceptable in her eyes. Good morn- 
ing. Lady Arlington. [^o»^< 

Enter Miss Belmour. 

Miss Bel. That is the only expiation I conld 
accept without sinking in my own esteem. 

Sir Hen. Susan, my best beloved ! Do I hear 
you aright ? Am I forgiven ? And may I hope ? 

QMiss Belmour ^ives him her hand. 

Lady Arl. Is it possible that all this should 
have been preconcerted ? or, can I have done them 
injustice ? If I should — —Well, well, pazienza ; if 
I have time will show, and it is very unlikely. 
Enter Seryast^ followed hy Belmour. 

Serv. Mr. Belmour. 

Lady Arl. Mr. Belmour! Marvellously opportunel 
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Bel. I come in search of my sister, Lady Arling- 
ton, as I felt certain, when I found she had quitted 
my lodgings, that she could be only here. 

Lady Arl. A happy coi^jecture, founded, pro- 
bably, upon the surest grounds. 

Sib Hen. You come most opportunely indeed, 
dearest Belmour, to confirm the inestimable gift I 
have just obtained. 

Bel. How ? Have you even here— Sir Henry, 
^yaie you totally without feeling for all 

Miss Bel. Suffer me, my dear Charles, to ob- 
yiate your displeasure, by informing you of the cir- 
cumstances that have led to such precipitation. Sir 
Henry had entirely resigned the Temple property to 
Lady Arlington, before he,— before I 

Bel. Of your correct sentiments, my dear Susan, 
I have not, I never had a doubt. May your reliance 
upon my judgment prove equally implicit ! 

Miss Bel. Why that wish at this moment ? 

Bel. Because I am about to put you to a very 
severe trial — ^Will you, upon my bare word that 
you ought to do so, recall the faith you have just 
plighted, and withdraw with me from aU those 
whom we-*-whom you love ? 
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Lady Arl. Again somethmg perfectly noveW 
There is no end to the variety of this vasily in- 
teresting drama — ^Yet I own, I be^ to be impatient 
for the denouement, 

Bel. Most fervently do I pray that the dk- 
notiement may afibrd you some compensaticm, for 
whatever uneaoness I may imwittingly have occa- 
sioned you. 

Lady Arl. If I am to live much longer in mj 
present perplexity, there is no denouement in the 
world can make me any compensation. 

Bel. Susan, you do not answer ! 

Miss Bel. Answer ? Brother you cannot— 4h, 
no, you cannot put such a question in earnest ! 

Bel. I ask it in most painful earnest. 

Miss Bel. And you will not give me a reason ? 

Bel. Impossible now — ^Hereafter you shall be 
informed 

Sir Hen. But I must insist upon knowing wab^ 
Mr. Belmour, what reason you can have for making 
such a requisition, after sanctioning my addresses to 
Miss Belmour upon conditions with which I have 
complied. 

Bel. Menaces, Sir Henry Eiverstone, will not 
induce me to act in a way that I judge improper. 
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Sir Hen. But what can be your mothe ? What 
can have occurred ? It is not half-an-hour since I 
left you, satisfied with my statement, with my 
promises. 

Bel. I have since then received information that 
has entirely changed my opinion on the subject, as 
it will my sister s, when imparted to her. 

Sir Hen. You will not condemn me unheard—- 
What is this information ? Give me an opportunity 
of justifying myself — (aside.) Can it be my idle 
boasts respecting Susan, that he has learned and 
will not forgive ? 

Bel. If you have any sense of decency, of com- 
mon humanity, you must be conscious that here it is 
impossible. 

Sir Hen. (aside. J It must be so. What shall 
I say ? (alcmd.) I — ^I really do not understand you. 

Bel. Your hesitation proves that you do- 
Susan, I beseech you to accompany me. 

Lady Arl. But you promised me a d^nouemeni^ 
Mr. Belmour, are you going to leave me as much 
in the dark as ever ? Or is the proper minute not 
arrived? 

Bel. You too. Lady Arlington ? Can you wish 
for an explanation ? You ? 
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Lady Arl. Why though it cannot very much 
signify to me, I am a sort of party concerned, you 
know, and, besides, you really have succeeded in 
making me curious. 

Bel. If you command, be it so, and my bunt- 
ing heart for once relieved ! If I should hurt your 
feelings, recollect it is your own will. Hear me, sister. 

Lady Arl. Now for it. 

Bel. Sir Henry Riverstone assured me that there 
never had existed between himself and Lady Arlii^- 
ton any regard beyond that of consanguinity, that 
the union enjoined by Mr. Temple, was equally 
repugnant to the wishes of both parties. Upon this 
dtatement I agreed that he should propose to Lady 
Arlington a reciprocal release from all engagement, 
and a division of the inheritance, promising when 
he should thus have regained his freedom, to sanction 
his suit to you. 

Sir Hen. I have faithfully executed those con- 
ditions, and, upon their being rejected," resigned the 
whole. 

Bel. Lady Arlington, dare I, at this last hour of 
beholding you, confess what visions entranced my 
soul when he left me ? What looks, what words, 
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what tones, to my imagination radiant with hope, I 
fi&ncied I recollected ? Yet why should I wish you 
to know my folly ? From these dreams of rapture, 
I was rdused to despair, by the information that the 
marriage had been mutually approved, that there had 
been a mutual inclination, till Sir Henry's incon- 
stancy — ^till the sight of my sister It is useless to 

repeat all I heard, all I suffered. I have said enough 
to prove to my sister that her affection is unworthily 
bestowed, and I am convinced she will not know- 
ingly indulge an improper attachment. And now, 
Lady Arlington, (passionately seizing her hand J 
farewell for ever ! May every choicest blessing be 
showered upon your head ! May my pangs, may 
my sister's, purchase felicity for you, and every sa- 
crifice will be overpaid ! 

Sir Hen. What villain has dared to impose 
such an infernal falsehood upon you ? 

Bel. Falsehood ! 

Miss Bel. Oh, yes, a falsehood I am certain. 

Sir Hen. Nay, ask that silent lady herself, who 
would hardly leave her hand so quietly in your s all 
this while, if it were not. My own dear Susan, 
the storm has blown over. 
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Bel. Was it indeed a deception ? And this dear 
hand — Lady Arlington, may I believe — hope ? 

Labt Arl. Can it be ? Have I been mistaken? 
Belmour have you really been acting franily, 
honestly ? 

Bel. I do not comprehend your question. 

Lady Arl. Was it in sincerity of afiection that 
you asked me to renounce my claims to an ample m- 
heritance and share your lot, and not to enrich your 
sister s husband with my forfeiture ? 

Bel. You never entertained such a suspicion! 
You could not ! Impossible ! 

Lady Arl. I have then been deceived by my 
boasted knowledge of the world, of a despicable 
world, and you are still unchanged ! Still the same 
generous, pure spirited Charles, who— who— 

Bel. Who? Lady Arlington, my long beloved 
Jane, may I, dare I interpret that hesitation ? 

Lady Arl. (after a pamey recovering from her 
offitation,) I believe I must let you finish the sen- 
tence as you please, for I find I cannot turn it to 
my own satisfaction. But mind what you are about, 
or we may have that cousin of mine refusing to di- 
vide in his turn. 
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Dab. (without.) Why wliat the plague, Baw- 
ins, 'pon my honour ! What can you be doing with 
ihai fellow, Mrs. Arlington ? 
JSrUer Mbs. Deborah Arlington, Darley, and 

Rawlins. 

Mrs. Deb. Rawlins ? You are under a mistake, 
Mr. Darley, allow me to make you acquainted with 
Baron Rudolph. 

Raw. You do me too much honour, suffer me to 
explain — (aride to Darley.) Pray Sir, do not spoil 
my fortune with the old lady. 

Dar. Your fortune, puppy? D'ye think I'll 
wrong her natural heir. Lady Arlington, (aside,) my 
wife that is to be ? (aloud.) Mrs. Arlington, you 
have been egregiously taken in, and I am glad that I 
came so providentially, having to tell Lady Arling- 
ton (starting,) Belmour here? How? Am I 

blown? 

Bel. There is the gentleman who told me you 
were attached to Riverstone, he said he was your 
common friend. 

Miss Bel. Why that is the gentleman who told 
me you, Henry, were about to marry Lady Arling- 
ton. 
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Lady Arl. If all Darley s good deeds nmsi be 
blazoned, it was he, Harry, who told me you had a 
second, unknown intended, and undertook to make 
you give me and the Temple estates up for her ; in 
which case he would himself have condescended to 
take compassion upon my desolate affluence. 

Sir Hen. We seem to be imder general ohliga^ 
tions to you, Darley ; but I believe we may as well 
forgive you, for without exactly intending it, you 
appear, by your machinations, to have brought some 
of us to our senses. 

Raw. (aside to Mrs. Deborah.) What have we 
to do with their disputes ? Let us fly, my angel, to 
secure our own happiness. 

Mrs. Deb. Let me first inquire what Mr. Darley 
meant. 

Raw. Can suspicion belong to that beautiful 
bosom ? Do you not see that he has been a general 
traitor ? 

Sir Hen. But what is your valet doing with 
Mrs. Deborah, Darley ? 

Mrs. Deb. Valet, Sir Henry ? Is not this gen- 
tleman your German acquaintance. Baron Rudolph ? 

Sir Hen. German acquaintance ? Who ? 
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Raw. The game is up I see, and I renounce all 
claim to the title, Ma'am. My master called me hy 
my right name. 

Mrs. Deb. Master! Oh, the impostor! The 
villain! To play upon my confiding simplicity ! Oh, 
the inhuman harbarian ! 

Ladt Arl. My dear Aunt, we too have all been 

■ 

deceived, and are notwithstanding in a remarkably 
indulgent humour. It vnll not, I trust, be your 
kind heart that disturbs the harmony of the scene, 
at a moment when, if we are allowed to hope that 
the same spirit may spread, like an epidemic, 
amongst all present, we shall not have a wish unr 
gratified. 
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